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amen- 




table Romaine Tragedfe of 

Jaw isfndromctu : As ir was Plaidc by 
. the Right Honourable the E.nJe > 
oiDarbie £,i\x\q of Pern hr oo^e, 
and narle of Stiff ex their 
S-cruants* 

Enter theTij'jiVA?sand$cnat:mrs aloft: And then enter 
Snturninus and his followers at onedore , a>.d Baflunus and 
bis followers .with ‘Draws and Trim: pets. 



aturmnm\ 

ObleT4/w/4w,Patrons.of my Right, 
Defend the iuftice of my caufe with arm es. 
And Countrim en my louing followers, 
Plead my fuccefTiue Title with your fwords: 
Jam hisfirft borne fonne, that was thelaft 
That ware the Impcriall Diademeof Rome, 

Then let my Fathers honours hue in me. 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie, 

Baffanus. 

Romaines,friends 3 followers,fauourqrs of my Right, 
If euer Bajfianm (feafars fonne, 

V V eregratious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Keepe then this pall age to the'Capitoll, 

And fuflfer not difhonourtoapproch, 

T he Imperiall feate to vertuc, confecratc 
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The moft lamentable T ragedte 

To iu(tice,contincnce,and Nobillitiei 
But let defertin pure election rtiine. 

And Romaines fight for freedome in your choice. 
Mar an Andromctu with the Qrowne. 
Princcsthat ftriuc by factions and by triends, 
Ambitioufiy for Rule and Emperie, 

Know that the people o f Rome tor whom we Hand 
A ipeciall Partie,haue by common voice. 

In eleaion for the Romaine Empery 
Chofen tAndrwicus, furnained Tim: 

For many good and great deferts to Rome, 

A Nobler man ,a brauer VVarnour, 

Liucs not this day within the Cutic walls, 
Heebvthe SenatVis accitcd home, 

From weary warres againft the barbarous Gather, 
That wich hi s fonnes a terrour to our foes, 

FJ ath yoakt a Nation ftrong,trai»dvp in Amies. 
Tenne yeares arc (pent fince fivft he vndertookO 
This caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with armes 
Our enemies pride : Fiue times he hath returnd 
Bleeding to Rome,bcaring his valiant fonnes. 

In Coffins from the field, and at this day. 

To the Monument of that tAndrenicy 
Done facrifice of expiation, 

Andflaine the Noblcft prifonerof the qtthes^ 

And now at laft laden with honours fpoiles, 

Retui ncs the good tAndronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus flourilhingin Armes. 

Let vs intreat by honour of his name. 

Whom worthily yeu would hauenew iucceed#, 
And tn the Capitall and Senates Rig] 11 ' 

Whom you pretend to honourand adore, 

That you wi shdraw you, and abate your urengtji, 
Difmiffe your followers, and as filters mould, 
Pleade your deferts in peace and humblencs* 
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of Ficus Andronicus, 

tj- r ■ , Saturnims. 

ow aire tne Tribune fpcakes to calmemy thoughts. 
,, . , Btfiansss. 

Marcus tAndronicus So 1 doe affic. 

In thy vpnghtnes and integrity, 

-rf x? , llean d honour thee and thine, 

Thy Noble brother Thus and his fonnes, 

And ner to whom my thoughtsare humbled all, 
Oratious Lanima, Romes rich ornament, 

1 lat I will here difmifTc my louing friends: 

And to my fortunesand the peoples fauour, 

Co mini r my c a ufein ballance t o b c vvaich Exit Soldiers l 
„ , Saturnisms. 

r i icnds that hau e beenc thus forward in my right* 

1 thankryoualbandhcredilmifTeyouall, 

And to t he Joue and fauour of my Countric, 

Commit my fclfe^my pcrfon 3 and the caufe: 

Rome be as iuft andgrattous vnto me. 

As Iain confident and kinde to thee. 

Open the gates and let mein. 

Baffianus. Tribunes and me a poore Competitor. 

They goe vf into the Senate houji^ 

Enter a C apt nine. 

Romaines make way,the good Andronicus , 

Patron of vertue, Romes bed Champion: 

Succesfu] Jin the bat miles .that he fights^ 

VVich honourand with fortune is returnd. 

From where becircumfcnbed with his fvvord. 

And brought to yoake the enemies of Rome* 

Sound Thrums and V rumpets } and then enter two of Titdl 
fonnes y andthcn two men bearing a Coffin coucred with blacky 
then two ether fonnes /hen Titus Andronicus, andthen Ta~ 
tiOf£*tbc Queene of Gothes and her two fonnes Chiron ani 

Demetrius* 






The moft lamentable T ragedie 

Demetrius, with Aron the Afore, and others as many as cm 
he, then jet dome the Coffin, and T«u ifpeakes. 

Titus, Haile Rome, viaoriousin thy mourning weed*. 
Loss die Bark e thathath difehargd his fraught, 
Returneswich'pretious ladingto the bay, 

From whenceat firft lhec wayd her anchorage; 

Commeth zA ndronicus , bound with Lawrcli bowes. 

To refa!ute his Countric with his tearcs, 

Tearcsof true ioy for hi s returne to Rome, 

7 hou great defender of this Capitol!, 

Stand gratious to t he rights that wc entend. 

‘Remain es , of fiueand twenty valiant fonnes, 

Halle of the number that king jPriam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead: 

Tl.ei'e tbthiriiiue , let Rome reward withloue: 

T helcthat 1 bring vnto their lateft home. 

With buiia’ilamongtt their aunceftors. 

Here Gothcs haus giuen me leaueto (heath my lword ; . 

T itus\ nkinde s and carelcs of thineowne, 

Why fufierR thou thy fonn cs vnburied yet. 

To heuer on the dreadful! there of flix. 

Make way tolay them by their brethren. 

T hey open the Tombe ♦ 

There creete in (ilenceasthe dead are wont, 

Andllccpe in peace,ilaine in your Countries warres: 

O lacred Receptacle of my ioyes, 

Sweete Cell of vert ue and Nobilitie, . 

How many fonnes haft theu of mine in ftore, 

That thou wilt neuer render to me more, 

Lucius. Giuevs the prowdellprifoner of the > * 

That we may hew his limbs and on a pile, 

%AJi manus fratrum, facrifice hi $ flefh : 

Before this eavthv prifon of their boanes. 

That (9 the lTadowsbe not vnappeazde, ^ 
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of T it us A ndremetrs, 

^or^cdifturbdcwith prodegicson earth* 
jam, J giuc him you the Nobleft that furuiucs. 

Thee! deft fonne of this diflreflcd Quecne . (r o.u.% 

Tamora. Stay Ramaine brethren, gr»tiousCor,ques 
Virtortous Titus, rue the tearcs I lhcd, 

A mothers tearcs in pafflon for her fonn e>^-* 

A nd if thy fonnes were euer dcarc to thee, 

Oh thinke my fonne tobc as dcarc to mec. 

Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy triumphs, and returne 
Capciuc to thee,and to thy Romaine yoakc: 

But mull my fonnes beflaughtered in the Hrcet$ v 
For valiant dooings in their Countriescaufc? 

O if to fight for king and common-weak, 

VVercpietiein thine, it it inthefe: 
tAndrenictujd ainc not thy tombe with bloud. 

Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods? 

Draw neere them then m being mcrcifull, 

Sweete mercie is Nobilities true badge, 

Thrice N oblc Titus, fpire my firft bornefonne, 

Titus, Patient your felfeMadam,and pardon me, 
Thefe are their brcthren,whom your Gotbtj beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their brethren flame, 

Rcligioufly they askea facrifice: v 

T o this your fonne is markr.and diehemuft, 

T’appeafe their gromng fhadowes that are gone* 

LucsUs. Away with hhn,and make a fire firaight* 

And with our fwords vpon a pilcof wood. 

Lets hew his limbs till they bccleancconfumde. 

Exit Titus [tunes with Alar bus. 
Tamer a, O cruell irrcligeous pietie. 

Chiron. Was neuer Sythia halfe fo barbarous. 
Demetrius . Oppofc not Sythia to ambitious Rcirc, 
Alatbusg oes to rett andwefuruiue. 

To tremble vndcr Titus thrcatninglookc, 

B then 







Tht moll Lamentable Tr age die 

Then Madam (land refolud.but hope witha'l, 

The felfe lame Gods that armde theQueene of Troy % 

V V^ith opportunity of fharpe rcuenge 
Vpon theThracianTyrant in his Tent, 
MaytauourT<rw 0 rachcQu?eneof Go thes, 

(V Vhen Gothes were Goches,and ~a mora was Queene/i 
to quit the bloodie wrongsvponher foes. 

Enter the founts of Andronictis again e , 

L actus. See Lord and father how we haue performd 
Our Romane rights, v4/<«^/wlimbs are lopt, 
Andintralsfcedethe facrififing fire, 

VVhofe fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skic, 
Remainethnought but to inrerre our brethren, 

And with lowd laruras welcome them to Rome . 

Titus. Letit be fo,and let Androntcus, 

Make this his lateflfarewell to their foules. 

Sound Trumpets ,and lay the Coffin in the T ombe. 

In peace and honour reft you here my fonnes, 

Iloomcs readieft Champions, repofe you here in reft. 
Secure from worldly chauncesand mifhaps: 

Here larks no treafon, here no enuie fwcls, 

Here grow no damned druggesjhcrcarenoftormes, 

No noyfe,but filence and eternal lfleepc. 

In peace and honour reft you here my fonne*. 

Enter Lauinia. 

In peace and honour, liue Lord Thar long, 

}vly Noble Lord and father liue in fame: 

Loat thisTombe rnytributarietcares,-. . 1 
Irenderformy brethrens ob+eqaiew- 
A nd at thy feete I kneele,with teares of ioy 
Shedonthis earth, for thy returne to Rome, 

O bl efte me litre with thy viftiprioushand, 

V VhofcfortunejRoomcsbeft Citizens applaud, 

T itus. KindeRome that haft thus loumg ly i-eferude, 

Toe 
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of Titus Andronicua. 

T he Cordial! of mincage to glad my hart, 

Lauini* liue,outliue thy fathers dares. 

And fames eternall date for vertues praife, 

CHtrcus, Longliue Lord ritus my belouedbrotfaer, 
Gratious triumpher in the ciesof Rome. 

Titus, Thanks gentlcTribune,Noble brother Marcus. 
M-trcus, And welcome Nephews from fuccesfull wars 
You that furuiue,and you that fteepe in famet 
Faire Lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
xhat in your Countries fcruicc drew your fwords. 

Bat fafer triumph is this funerall pompe. 

That hath afpirde to S.olons happin es. 

And triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed* 

X itus Andron 'tcus , the people of Rome, 

Whole friendiniulhcc thou haft euer beene. 

Send thee by mee their Tribune and their truft. 

This Paliiamenl of white and fporleshue, 

And name thee in e! eft ion for the Empire, 

VVich thefe our late deceafed'Emperours fonneas 
Be (fandtciitus then and put it on, 

Andhelpc to feta head on headlesRoome. 

Titus. A better head her g’otious bodiefits. 

Than his that (hakes for ageai.dfeeblenes: 

VVhat fhould I don this Roabeand trouble you? 

Be chofen with Proclamations to daic, 
to morrow yeeld vp rule.refigne my life. 

And fee abroad new bufincs for you all, 

Rootne I haue beene thy fouldier fortieyeares. 

And led my Countries ftrength fucccsfulhe. 

And buriedone and twentie valiantfonnes 
Knighted in Field, {laine manfullie in Armes, 

In right and feruice of their Noble Country: 

Giue me a ftaffe of Honour for mine age. 

But nota feepter to controwle the world, 

Vpright he held itLordsthat held it laft, 

H i Mar sssr 
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r The msft Lamentable .Tragedie 

Marsm. Tuns thou fhal t obtain e & aske the taipeae. 
&4S*rni, Proud and ambitious Tnbunccanft thou tell, 

T it ms. P atiencc Prince Saturninus. 

Saturninus . Romanes doe me right. 

Patricians draw your lwords and ihcath them noty 
Till Saturninus b c Rom es E ro p crou r: 
rAndronicus wouldthou werc/hiptto Kell, 

Rather than robbe meoi the peoples harts,’ 

Lucius . Prowd S aturnine, i n c errup ter ofthe good. 

That noble minded Titus mcanes to thee. 

Tit ta. Content thee Prince,! will reftore to thee 
TI'-e peoples hartSjandvvcane them from themfclues*. 

Baft anus. A'.dronkus 1 doonotfjatter thee, 

But honour thee a nd will doo till I die: 

Myraftion if thou drengthen with thy friend* 

I will modrhankefull be, and thanks toinen 
Qf Noble mindsjis honourable meede. 

Titus, P copl e of Romc,and peoples T ribuncs here, 

3 aske yourvoyces and your fuffrages, 

W ill yee bellow t hem friendly on Anironicus . 

7 ribmts- T o gratifie the good Andronicus, 
Andgratulatehis lafe rcturnc to Rome, 

The people will accept whom he admit*. 

Ttnts, Tribunes I thanke you,and this fute I make, 

Th at you create our Emperour* elded fonne. 

Lord S>!turninc: whole vertucs will I hope, 

Refleft on Rome ns rytu s Raies on earth. 

And ripen iufliccin this Common wealc: 

Then if you will cleft by my aduife. 

Crow n c lum and fay ,Lo»g Hue our Emperour . 

Afar cus An, V Vith voyces and applaufe of euety pit 

'rk/ans and P let cans } \\ c create 
d Saturninus Romes great Emperour, 
i fay Long hitt our Fmperour Saturnine. 
surruue, T lifts Andronicus, for thv fauours ioac, 

1 > 



of Titu s Andronicu?* 

To vs inourdcftiontliis day, 

3 <nue thee thankesin part of thv delens, 

And will withdecds requite thy gentlcncst 
And for an onfet Titus to aduance, 

Thy name and honourable familie, 

Lauinia will I make my Enipreflc, 

Romes Royall Midi *«, Miftris of my hart, 
Andinthefacred Pathan her efpoule: 

Tell me tAndronkus doth this motion pleafe thee. 

Titus, 1 1 doth my w orthie Lot d, an d hi thi s match , 
Iholdtne highly Honoured of yourGrace, 

And hereinfight ofRometo Saturnine, . 

Kin 9, and Commander of our common wealc, 

The wide worlds Emperour, doe I confecratc 
My fword, my Chariot, and my Prifoncrs, 

Prefents well worthy Romes imperious Lord: 
Recciucthcm then, the tribute that lowc, 

Aline honours Enfigncs humbled at thy fcetc. 

Saturnine. T hankes Noble Tttus F ather of my life. 
How proude I am of thee and of thy gifts 
Rome fhall record, and when I doe forget 
The leafl ofthefc vnfpcakeable deferts, 

Romans forget your Fcaltic to me. 

Titus. Now Madam arc youprifonerto an Emperour. 
Tohim that for your honour and your date, 

VVill vie you Nobly , and your followers. 

Saturnine. A goodly Lady trudmeoithe hue, 

That I would choof* were I to ch oofe anew: 

'Clearc vp faire Quecnc that cloudy countenance. 
Though change of war hath wrought this change of cheat 
Thou comfl not to be made a fcorncinRome, 

Princely fhall be thy vfage cuerie waie 
Reft on toy word, and let not difeon tent. 

Daunt all your hopes, Madam he comforts you, 

Can make you greater than the Queenc ofg««wr. 




T he moft Lamentable Tragedfe 

Lauinia you arenotdifpleafde with this* 

\. amnia, Not I my Lord.fith tru e Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in Princely curtefie. 

Saturnine. Thanks fweeteL««w<4, Romans let vs go^ 
Raunfomles here we fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaimc our Honours Lords withrrumpc and Drum, 
Bajfunus .Lord Tit«/ by your leauc, this maid is mine, 
Titus. How fir.arcyouin earneft then my Lord? 
Bafcianut. I Nob le yitus and refolude wichall, 
to doomy felfe this reafonand this right. 

Marcus, Suum cuiqum is our Romane iuftce. 

This Prince in iuflice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius, And that hewill,andfhallif L»c/'«/liue. 
Titus, Traitors auaunt, where is the Empcroursgard; 
Treafon my Lord,L<i»<»M isfurprizde. 

Saturnine. Surprizde, by whom; 

Bafcianut. By him that iuftly may, 

Bearc his betrothde from all the world away, 

Mutius, Brothers, helpeto conuay her hence away. 
And with mylwordJlekeepethis doorefafe, 

Titus. Followmy Lord, and Ilefoonebringherbacke. 
Mutius. My Lordyou pafte not here* 

Titus, What villaine boy, barft me my way in Rome; 
Mutius , HelpcL«cf«/,helpe. 

Lucius. My Lord you arc vmuft,and more than fo. 
In wrongfull quarrcll you hauc flaine yourfonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he, arc any fonnes of mine. 

My fonnes would neuerfo dilTionour me. 

Traitor reftore Lauinia totlic Emperour, 

Lucius, Deadif you will, but not to be his wife. 

That is anothers lawfull promift loue. 

Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamora andher twt 
fonnes and Aron the moore. 

Emperour, No T*f#/,no,the Emperour needes her not, 
Ncr lier } nor thec,nor any of chyjftocke: 

He 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

lie truft by ley&re,him that mocks me once, 
fhee ncuer,nor thv trtaterous hawtie fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to difhonour nice, 

V Vas none in Rome to make a ffalc 

But Saturnine ? Full well Avdromcus 

Agree thefe deeds ,nrith that prowd braggeof thine. 

That faidft I begd the Empire at thy hands, 

T it us O monttrous,whatreprochfull wordsare thefe? 
Saturn, Butgoe thy waies^ocgiuc that changing pice <■, 
to liimthat floriflit forherwith his fwor-d: 

A valiant fonnein law thou fhaltinioy, 

Onefitto handle with thy lawlefTe fonnes, 

TO ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome, 

Titus. Thefe words are rafors to niy wounded hart. 
Satur. And therforc lonely TrfiwwvsQuecne of Gothes, 
That like thcftate'ie Thebe mongft her Nymphs, 

Doff ouerfhine rh egallanft Dames of Rome, 

Ifthou bepleafde with this my fodaine choife. 

Behold I choofc thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will create thee Emperefle of Rome, 
SpeakeQueeneof Gothes doff tiiouapplaudmy choife? 
And here 1 fwcare by all the S^pmane Gods, 

Sith Pricft and holy water are io neere, 

And tapers burnc fo bright, and cucry thing 
In readmes for Hymeneus ft and, 

I will not refalute the ftreetsof Rome, 

Or clime my Pallace, till from forth this place, ^ 

I lead efpovviide my Bride along with mec, 

Tamora , And herein fight of heauen to /tome I fweare. 
If Saturnine aduaunce theQueencof Gothes, 

Sheewill ahandmaide be to his defires, 

A losing N urfe,a Mother to his youth* 

Sat, Afcend faire Quecne: PanthcanLords accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his loue-ie Biide, 

Scnr by the Heauens for Prince Saturnine, 



The moil Lamentable Tragedie 

V Vhofe wifdomchath her Fortune conquered, 

There ft al! wee consummate cur ipoufall rites. 

Exeunt Omna, 

Titus, I am not bid to wait vpon this bride. 

Thus when wert thou wont to waike alone, 
Dilhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs. 

Enter CMarcusanA Titus founts , 
Marcus. O Titus fee: O ice w hat thou haft done 
In a bad qusrrellftainea vertuousfonne, 

Titus. Nofoohfh Tribune, no: No Tonne of mine, 
Northou, northefe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath diftianoured all our Familic, 

Vnworthy brother,and vnworthy Tonnes. 

Lucius. But let vsgiuehim burull as becomes, 

Giue Mucius but iali with our bretheren, 

Titus, T raitors away, he refts not in this toorabet 
Thismonumentfiue I undreth yeares hath flood, 
Which 1 hauelurn-ptucruftic reedified: 

I 'ere none but fouldiers and Romes feruitors 
Ilcpole in fame: None balelyllaine in braule ^ 

Burichim where you can hr conies not here. 

Marcus. My Lord this is impictie inyou, 

My Nephew Mutius d cedes doo plead tor him, 

Hcmu ft be buried vsith his brethren. 

Titus trvo founts fpeakts . 

And fhafl or him wee wil 1 accompante . 

Titus. And ftrall. what villainc was it fpakc that word? 
Titus fount fpeakts , 

He that would vouchitm any place but here, 

Titus, What would you burichim in my defpighl? 
kMatchs, No Noble Titus , but intreat of thee. 
Topardon^/*fwrandtoburyhim. 

Titus, Marcus : Euen thou haftftroke vpon my Crelt, 
And with thefe boy es mine honour thouhaft wounded. 
My foes I doc repute you eucric one. 



of Titus Andronicus. 

$o trouble mcnb mor^but get you gone, 

Sonne. He is not with himfelfe^let vs withdraw,, 

<2 .Sonne* Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

T he brother and the fonrtes hneele. 

Marcus, Brother/or in that name doth nature pleade, 
2 o fonne. Father, and in that name dorh nature fpeake, 
Titus. Speake thou no more^if all the reft will fpeede* 
Marcus . Renowined Tttus y morc than halfe my foule t 
Lucius. Dearefather/ouleandfubftance of vsalh 
Marcus Suffer thy brother c Marcus to interre. 

His Noble Nephew here in vertues neft, 

That died in honour and Lauinias caufe* 

Thou art a Roniane,be not barbarous: 

T he Greeks vpon aduife did burie Ajax 
that flew himfelfc rand wife LaertesfoatiC y 
Did gratiouflie plead for his Funeralls: 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy, 

Be bard his entrance here* 

Titus. Rife Marcus^ rife, 

Thedifmalft day is tins that erelfaw, 

To be difhonoured by my fonnes in Rome: 

Well burie him, and burie me the next* 

they put him in the tombe. (friends, 

Lucius. Thercliethy bones fwectc Mutius with thy 
T ill wee with T rophecs doo adorne thy tombe: 
they all kneele and fay 5 
No man fhed teares for Noble Mutius , 

Hcliues infainc,thatdide in vertues caufe. 

Exit all but Marcus and Titus * 
^Marcus. My Lord toft ep out of thefe dririe dumps. 
How comes it that the fubtile Queen e of Cjothes y 
Is of a fodaine thus aduaunc’d in Rome* 

Titus. I know not Marcus^buH know it is. 

(V Vhether by deuife or no,the heauens can tell,^ 

Is fhee net then beholding to the man. 
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The in c (1 L ame n t ab] e Tra o e die 

That brought herf'or this high good tunic fo fin re. 

Enter the Emperour, Tumor a 1C Enter at the other doore 
and her tvro fo fines , mihtheS) Bajcianus and L amnia 
Moore at one doore. ^£witb others, * 

Saturnine. So Bafc/antss.ycu liauc plaid your prize, 
Godgiueyouioy fir of yourgallant Bride. 

Pafcianus. And youof yours my Lord,I fay no more 
Norwilhnolefle,andfo I takemyleaue. 

Saturnine. Traitor, if Rome haue law.or we hauepower, 
Thonandrhy faftion iliall repent this Rape, 

Bajjianus, Rape call youit my Lord to ceaze my ovvne 
JVly true betrothed ioue, and now my wife: 

But let the lawes of Rome determine all, 
jVleane while am I pofleftof thatis mine. 

Saturnine, Tisgood fir, you are veriefhort with vs, 
Butifi wcliue,weelebeas fharpe with you, 

Bafcianuj , My Lord what I haue done as beft I may, 
Anfwere l muffiandfliall doowithtny life, 

Onely thus much Igiueyour Grace to know. 

By all the dueties that I owe to Rome, 

This Noble Gent lcmanLordT’i/«/ here, 

J s in opinion andin lionour wrongd. 

That in therefeueof Lauinia, 

Withhisownehand did flay his youngeftlbnne, 
jnzeale toyou,and highly moude to wrath, 
to be controwid in thathe frankeliegaue, 

Rcceaue him then to fiiuour Saturnine, 

That hath expreil himfelfeinallhis deeds, 

A fatherandafiicndtotheeand Rome. 

Titus , Prince Icauctopleade my deeds, 

Tis thou,andthofe, that haue diflionoured me, 

Rome and therightcous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue loudeandhonouredS*/#r»w. , 
tamer a. 



' 






of Titus Andronicus. 

tan-tor a. My worthy Lord, if euerr amora, 

V V ere gratious in thofc Princeiie eies of thine, 
xhenheare mefpeake indifferently for all: 
Andarmyfute(fweete) pardon what is paff. 

Saturnine, V Vhat Madam be diflionoured openly. 
And bafelie put it vp without reuenge. 

t amor a. Not fo my Lord,the Gods of Rome forfend, 

1 firould b c Authourto diflionouryou, 

Buton minelionour darel vndertake. 

For good Lord Titus innocence in all, 

VVhole f u tie not diflemblcd fpeakes his griefes: 

Then at my fute looke gratiouflieon him, 

Loofe not fo noble a friend on vainefuppofc. 

Nor with fowre looks affiift his gentle hart. 

My Lord : Be ruldc by mc.be wonne at laft, 

Diffcmble all your griefes and difeontents. 

You are butnewlie planted in yourThrone, 

Leafl then the people, and Patricians too, 

Vpon aiufl: furuay take Titus part. 

And fo fuppl ant you for ingratitude, 

Which Rome reputes to be ahainous finne. 

Yeeld at inucats : and then letme alone, 

He find adayto maflacre them all, 

And race their faft ion and their familie. 

The cruell father, andhis traiterous fonne s, 
to whom I fued for my dearc fonnes life ♦ 

And make them know what tis toIetaQueene, 

Kneelcin theftreetsand begge for grace in vaine. 
Come,comcfweete Emperour,(come tAvdronicus:) 

Take vp this good old man, and cheare the hart. 

That dies in tempefl of thy angric frowne. 

Saturnine, R ife Titus rife,my Emprcfle hath preuailcfi 
Titus. I thankeyolir Maieftie.andhermyLord, 

Thefe words, thefe looks, infufe new life in me, 
t am or a, Titus l am incorporated Rome, 

C » A 
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The m oft Lamentable Tranche 

A Roman now adopted happilie, ^ 

And mu ft aduife the Empcrour for his good, 

*j his day all quarrels die sAndronicus. 

A n d 1 et it be mine honour good my Lord, 

That I haue reconciled your friends and you. 

For you Prince Bajfianus I haue part 
My word and promife to the Emperour, 

That you wi 11 be more mildc and trattable. 

And fearenot Lords,a nd you Lauwsia, 

By my aduife all humbled on yourknccs. 

You fliall aske pardon of his Maiertie, 
VVeecho,andvpwc to Heauen and to his Higlines, 
That what wee did,was mi’d ie as we might, 

T endring our fillers honour and ourowne . 

M Arcus. That onmine honourhere dool protert. 
Saturnine. Away and talke not,trouble vs no more. 
7dWfn*.Nay,nayf vectEmpc or,we muftall befriends. 
The Tribuncandhis Nephews kneel e for grace, 

3 will not be deni ed,fwecte hartlooke backs. 

Saturnine* Marcus/or thy fakc,and thy brothers here, 
And at my louche Tamoras intrcats, 

J doo remit thefe young mens hai nous faults. 

Stand vp :Lauinia though you left me likeaCliurlc, 

1 found a f iend, and fureas death I fworc, 

J w ould nor part a Batchiier from the Prieft. 

Come if the Emperour s Court can feaft two Brides, 

You aremyguert Lau/masmd your friends: 

This daie fliall be a loue-daieTd»wv». 

Titus . To morrow and it pleafe your Maiertie, . 
Tohuntthe Panther andthe Hart with me, 

With home and hound, weele giue your grace bon four. 
Saturnine, Be ir fo Titus andgramercic too. Exeunt, 
found trumpets , mxnet Moore. 
sAron, Now dimethTamora Olympustoppe, 

Safe our of fortunes (hot, and.fits aloft,. 



Secure 



of T itus /iiidronicns. 

Secure of thunders cracke or lightning flafh, 

Adununc’d abouc pale enuiesthreatmngreach, 

As when the golden fuunc faltircs the morne. 

And hauinggilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops the Zodiackein hisgliftering Coach, 

And ouer-Iooks the highcll piering hills* 

SoTamora. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
Andvertueftoops and trembles at hcrirowne, 

Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Aliftris, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Haflprifonerheldjfettred in amourouschames. 

And farter bound to Arons charming eies. 

Than is Prometheus tide to faucafiss. 

Away with flauifh wecdcs and feruile thoughts, 

I will be bright and ill in e in pcarleand golde, 
to wait vpon this new made Emperelfe. 
to wait faid i? to wanton with this Queene, 
■rhisGoddelTe, this Semcrimis, this Nymph, 

This Syren that will charm e Romes S aturnine , 

And fee his lhipwracke,and his Common-weales, 

Hollo, wliat rtorme is this? 

Enter Chiron and ‘Demetrius braving , 

(« d gc, 

Demetrius. Chiron thy yeares wants wit, thy wits wants 
And manners to intrude where 1 am grac’d, 

And may for ought thou knoweft affefted bee. 

Chiron. Demetrius^ thou doftouerweeneinall. 

And fo in this, to beare me downe with braue*, 

Tis not the difference of a yeare or two 
Makes me lefle gratious,or thee more fortunate: 

I am as able and asfir as thou, 

to feru e,and to deferue my Miftris grace, 

Andthatmy fword vpon thee fliall approue, 

C 3 And 
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The mofl Lame n'able Trageche 

And plead my paffionstorLrfwiifowloue* (peace. 

Moore. Clubs, Clubs ,thele louers will not keepc the 
Demetrius, Why boy, although our motlier(vnaduizd) 
Gaueyou a daunfingRapier by your fide, 

Arcyou fodefperategrowne to threatyourfriends: 

Goe too : hnue your lath glued within yourllicath, 

T dl you know better how to handle it* 

Chiron, Mcane while fir, with the littleskill I haue. 
Full well flialtthou perceiue how much I dare, 

Demetrius, I boy, grow yee fo braue? they dr awe. 

M»ore. VVhy how now Lords? 
bo neere the Emperours Pallace dare yee drawe. 

And maintainefuch a quarrcll openlie? 

Full well I wotethe ground of all thisgrodge, 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The caufc were knowne to them it moft cone ernes. 

Nor would your Noble Mother formuch more, 

Be fo dilhonouredin the Court of Rome. 
Forlhameputvp. 

Dememus , Not I till I ha uc lheathd, 

Mv Rapier in his bo fome,and withall 

Thrufl thofe reprochfullfpecch.es downe his throat, 

That hehath breathd in my di (honour here. 

Chiron. For that I am prcpard,and tulltefolude, 
Fowlefpoken Coward, that thundreft with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darft performc. 

Moore. Away 1 fay. , 

No w by the Gods that warlike Gotbes adore, 

This pettic brabble will vndoo vs all: 

Why Lords, andthinke you not how dangerous 
It is to letvpon a Princes light? 

What is L auinia then become foloofe. 

Or 'Bafcianus fo degenerate. 

That for her louefuch quarrelsmay bebrocht, 

"Without controulement,iulhce,orreuengc. Yo 
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of Titus Ancfromcu?. 

Young Lords be ware, and fhould the Empreflc know, 
This difcordsground, the muficke would not pleafe* * 
(hiron. I care not I, knew 111 ee and a 11 the world, 

Jloue Lauinia more than all the world. (choife, 

Demetrius. Yoiiglinglcarncthou to make lome meaner 
l_auiniais tliiue cider brothers hope. 

Moore. VVhy areyemadjorknow yee not in Rome, 
How ftiriousandimpatient they bee, 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue? 

I tell you Lords, you doo but plotyour deaths, 
Bythisdcuife. 

(hiron. slron, A. thoufand deaths would I propole, 
to atchiue her whom I louc. 

Aron, To atchiue her how? 

‘Demetrius, Why makes ehouit foftrange? 

Slice is a woman,therefore may b e wood e, 

Shee is a woman, thcrefbremay be woonne, 

Shee is L 4 «/»/W,thereforc tnuft beloude. 

What man,more waterghdeth by the mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and eafie it is, 

Of a cut loafe to fleale a fhiueweknow: 

Though Bafcianus be the Emperours brother. 

Better than lie haue wome Vulcans badge, 

Moore, I and as good as Saturntnus may. (court ic, 

‘Demetrius, Then why fhouldhc difpaire that knows to 
With words,faire looks, and liberalitie. 

What haft not thou full often flrokc a Doe, 

And borne her cleanlie by the Keepers nofe? 

" Moore, Why thenitfeemesfomecertainefnatchj orfo 
Would ferue your turncs, 

Chiron. Ifo tbeturne wereferued, 

Demetrius, ^/rowthouhaft hi tit. 

Moore. Would you had hitit too. 

Then fliould not we be tilde with this adoo^ 

Why harke ye,barke ye, and are youfuch fooles 

IT® 
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The moll La me nf able Tr age die 

Tofquarefcr this : would it offend you then 
That botli fhould fpeede, 

Chiron, Faith not me* 

- ‘Demetrius, Nor me To I were one. 
v4ron. For flume be fi icnds.and ioine for that you iar, 
Tis pollicie and ftratageme muftdoo 
That you affea,and fo mud you refolue. 

That what you cannot as you would atchiue. 

You mud perforce accomplilli as you may : 

Take this of mce,L ucrece was not more chaft 
Than this L amnia, Bafcianus loue. 

A fpeedier corn fe this lingringlanguifliment 
Muff we pursue, and I haue found the pa th: 

My Lords a folctnne hunting is, in hand, 

T lierc will the louelie R omanc Ladies troopt; 

The firrclf walks arc wide and fpatious, 

And many vnbecjuented plots there arc. 

Fitted by kinde for rape and v i’lanie: 

Single you thidir rthen this duintic Doc, 

And flrike her home by force, it not by vKXa$ } 

7*his waic or not at all, Rand you in liope. 
Come,come,our EmprefTe withher facred wit 
To villanie and vengeance confecrate. 

Will we acquaint withall what weintend. 

And fheefhall file our engines with aduife. 

That will not fuffer you to fquare your felues. 

But to your w idles hight aduaunceyou botln 
The Emperours Courtis like the houleof fame. 

The Pallacc full of tongues, of eies.and cares: 

The woods arc ruthles,dreadfull,deafe, and dull; 

There fpcake,and fluke braue boies.nnd take your turns, 
There feme your 1 uft ITudowed from heauens cic, 

And reuellm L autnias treafurie, 

Chiron, Thy counfell Lad 1'mels of no cowardize, 
Demetrius. Sit fas mt ntf as jiW 1 findethe ftreame, ^ 
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of Titus ^ndronicus. 

Jo coole this heate,a charnie to calme thefe fits ' 

PerStigiajer manes Vehor, 

Exeunt i 



- - > "rot* rjfo « rjj cc J(/nrJ€f 

making anoife with hounds & homes, 

J™' Thebunt Is V P [ he Moonc is bright and gray 
Thefields ai e lragraut,and the woods are »reene ’ * 

Vncouple here,and let vs make a bav, ° ’ 

And wake the Empcrour,and his Jouelie Bride, 

And rovvze the Pnncc,and ling a Hunters peale. 

T hat all the Court may eecho with thenoife. 

Sonnes let jc beyour charge, as itisours 
Toattend the Emperours perfon careful* ie: 
lhauebeene troubled in myfleepethisnio-hc 
But dawning day new comfort hath infpirde. * 

Here aerie of Hounds , and wind homes in a pea/e : then 
e nur Sarurnmus , Tamo. a , Bafcianus, Lauinia , Chiron 
D tmetuus, and thetr^Attendants, * 




Madam to you as many, and as good 
1 piomifed your Grace a Hunters peale, 

*???♦ And > ouliaue rungitluftiliemy Lords, 
Somewhat too carliefor newmarned Ladies. 

Bafcanus. Lautnia, how fay you? (more 

S*t2nJ?’c ° ' 1 haU ? beC L n br ° ad awakc > tvvo howres & 
batumsne.Comeon then, horfe and Chariorslet vs haue 

Andto ourfport ; Madam, now fliall ye fee, 

UurRomane hunting, 

VvT Mt ' Ihaue lP 0 gg«inyLord, 

Ard r ;'° UZ L 1 Jf P rovvdefl Pant in the Chafe, 

T,> * thehighefi promontane topp. 

’ t*t, Audi haue horfe will follow where the game 

^ Makes 
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Them eft Lamentable Tragedie 

M k :s way, and ronnes like fvcallowes orethcplame, 
'Jjemttri t, Chiron « e hunt not we, with horfe nor hound 
gut hope toplucke a cl intie Doe to ground. Exeunt. 

Enter A ton alone. 

M tore. He that had wit, would thinke that 1 had none, 
to buvicfo much gold vnd era tree, 

And neuer after to inheritit. 

Let Him that thinks of mefo abieftlie. 

Know that this gold muftcoine a flratageme. 

Which cunningliceffcaed will beget, 

A verie excellent pecce of villanie: 

And fo repofe fweetgold for their vnreft. 

That hauc then almes out of thebmprefle Chcft. 

Enter Tamora alone to the Moore. 

Tamora. My louclic Aron, wherefore lookft thou fad , 
VVhen euerie thing dorhmakea gleefull boll; 

•rhebirds chaunt indocile on euerie bufh, 

Thcfnakes lies rolled in the chcarefull ftinne, 

Th c greene leaucs quiuer with the cooling winde. 

And make a checkcrd fhadow on the ground: 

Vnder their fweet flud e,Aron let vs fit. 

And u'hilft the babling eccho mocks the hounds. 
Replying fhnllie to the well tun d homes, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let vs fit downeandmarketheiryellowingnoyfc: 

And after conflict fuch as was fuppofde 
The wandring Princcand Dido onecinioyed, 

VVhen with a happie ftorrae they werefurprifde, 
Andcurtaind with a counfailc-keepingCaue, 

We may each wreathedin the others armes, 
(Ourpaftimes done,) pofleffe a golden {lumber. 
Whiles hounds and homes, and fwcctc mdlodious b ncU 
Bevntorsas isaNurccsfong __ 

Of Lullabic ; to bring her Babe a fleepe* Mari' 



of Titus Andronicus. 

Metre. Maddam, though Venut goucinc your 
S nturneii dominatorouermine: 
yyhat fignifies my deadlie {landing eie, 

I4y fileacc,ann my clowdiemclancholie, 
j^fv fleece ofwollie hair e that now vnciirlcs, 
puenas an Adder when fhec doth vnrovvlc, 
to doo fome fatall execution. 

Ho Maddam, thefe are no veneriall fignes. 
Vengeance is in my hart, death in my hand , 
fllood and reuenge are hammering in my head. 
Harke Tamora the Emprefleof my foule. 

Which neuer hopes more hcaacn than refts in thee. 
This is the daie of doomefor Bafftanns, 

His Philomel mud loofe her tongue to daie, 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chafltitie. 

And walhtheir hands in Bafcianm blood. 

Seed thou this letter? take it vp I pray thee, 
and giue thekmg this fatall plotted fcrowle. 

How queftion me no more we areefpied. 

Here comesaparccllof our hopeful Ibootie, 
Which dreads notyct their hues deflniftion. 




EnterBafcianuSyand Lauinia. 

Tamora. Ah my fwcete Mowc/wectcr to me than life. 
Moore. No more great Emprefle,J?<r/cM«*/ comes. 

Be ctofle with him, and lie goe fetch thy fonnes 
to backe thy quarrels what fo ere th ey bee, 

Bafcianus. who hauewehere? Romes Royall Empreffcj 
V nfurnifht of her well befeenungtroope? 

Oris it Elian habited like her. 

Who hath abandoned her holie groues, 

Tofce the generall hunting in this Forrefl? 

Tamora, Sawciecontrowlcr of mypriuate fleps ; 

Had I the povvre thatfome fay Elian had. 

Thy temples fliould be planted prefentlie, 

D % Will' 
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The mod Lamentable Tiragedie 

With homes as was Acleons , and the hounds, 

S hould clriue vpon thy new transformed iimbes, 
Vnmannerly intruder as thou art. 

Lauinea. Vnder your patience gentle Emprcfle, 

Tis thought youhaue a goodly gittin horning, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you. 

Are fingled forth to trie thy experimcns: 

Ioue fheeld your husband from his hounds to day, 

Tis pittie they /hould take himfora S tag* 

Bafjlanus, BeleeuemeQucene yourfwarticCymerion, 
Doth make your honour ofhis bodieshue. 

Spotted, detefled,and abhominable, 

V Vhy arc you fcquellred from all your traine, 
Difmounted from your fnow white goodly fteede, 

And wandred hither toanobiureplot. 

Accompanied but with a barbarous Moore, 
Iffouicdefire had not conduced you? 

Lanina. Ar.d being intercepted in yourfport. 

Great reafon that my Noble Lord be rated 
Forfaufines, I pray you let vs hence. 

And let her ioy her Rauen cullourcd louc. 

This valiefitts thepurpofc palling well. 

Ta[f. The Kin? my brother lhall haue notice ofthis, 
L amnia I, for tbefe flips haue made him noted long, 

Good King tobe fo mightily abufed. 

Qufene. Why I haue patience to indurc all this. 

Enter Chtron and Demetrius. ('Mother, 
Demet, Hownowdearefoueraigne, and our gratious 
VVhy doth your highnes lcoke fo pale and wan? 

Queene . Haue I notreafon thinkeyou to looke pale, 
Thefetwo haueticed me hitherto this place, 

A barren, deteftedvaleyoufeeitis. 

The trees thoughfummer yetforlome and leane, 
Ouercome with mofTe and balefull miffelto. 

jdereneuerfhincs the funne, here nothingbrccds, 



oi Titus Andronicus. 

V nleffe the nightly O wle or fa tal ! Rauen: 

And when they fhowd me this abhorred pit. 

They told me here at dead timeoftheni°ht, 

A thoufand feends, a thoufend hilling fnakes 
1 en thoufand fwellingtoades,as mame vrehins, 

VVould make fuch fearefullandconfufcd cries 

As any mortall body hearing it 
Should ftrait fall m ad,or els die fuddainely. 

No fooner had they told this hcllifh tale, 
bu llrait they told me they would bindemehere, 
Vntothe bodyofa difmal) Ewghc, 

And leaue me to this miferable death. 

And then they calde me fouleadultereffe. 

La ui cio us Goth,andall the birtereft tearmes. 

That cuer eare did hearetofuch effeft. 

Andhadyou not by wondrousfortunc come. 

This vengeance on me had they executed: 

Reuengeit asyou loue your Mothers life, 

Or be yee not hence forth cald my Children, 

Demetrius. This is a witnes that I am thy fon .ftab him . 
v i; Andtnis forincftruckhome.to fhew my ftrength. 
Lauinia. 1 comeS enter ants, nay barbarous Tamora, 
for no name fits thy nature but thyownc. 
j amor a. Gtue me thepoynard,you lhall know my boies, 
\ oui Mothers hand fhall right y our Mothers wroncr* 
Demetrius Stay Madame here ismore belongs toiler, 
fii It thraih the corne, then alter b urne the flraw: 
i his minion flood vponhcrchaftitie, 

Vpon her Nuptiall vow, her loyal tie,’ 

And with that painted hope, braues your mightenes 

And lhall lhe carrie this vnto her graue* 

Chiron. And if /he doe, I would I wereanEucnuke 
Drag hence her husband tofomefecrethole, ' 

And makebisdeadtrunke pillow toourlufh 
Tamora, But when yee haue the home we defire 

DJ 
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Th e moft Lamentable T ragedie 

Let not this wafpe out hue vs both to fling, 

Chiron , I warrant you maddame we will make that furc*. 
Coine Miftris now pertorce we will enioy. 

That nice preferuedhonef lie of yours. 

L Mini*. Oh Timor a, thou beared a womans face. 

T amor *1 1 will not heareherfpcakeawaie with her, 

L 4 W 4 . Sweet Lords intreat her hcare me but a word* 
Demetrius , Liftenfairc Maddame let it be .your glory 
To fee her teares , b ut b c your hart to them} 

As vnrelenting Flint to drops of rainc. (dam, 

L auima. When did the Tigers young ones teach the 
Oh doc not learn e her wrath: fhc taught it thee. 

The Milke thou (iickft from her did turne to Marble, 
Euenat thy teat thou hadll thy tyrranie, 

Y et euerie Mother breeds not lonnes a like, 

Ooe thou intreat her fliew a womans pittie* (baftard? 

(hiron. What wouldll thou haue me proue my fclfea 
L auinia, Tis true the Rauen doth not hatch aLatke, 
Yet haue I hard, Oh could I finde it now, 

The Lion moued with pittie did indurc, 
to haue his Princeliepawespardeall away: 

So mefay that Rauensfofter forlornc children, 
Thewhilft theirowne birds famifli inthcirnells: 

O h be to me though thy hard hart lay no, 

Nothing fo kinde but fomethingpittilull, 

t amant, I know not what it meanes, away with her* 
\_auinia, Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers lake, 
Thatgaue thee life when well he might haue ilaine thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe ycares. 

T amor a. Hadft thou in perfon nerc offended mee, 
Euen for his fake am I pittilefTe. 

Remember boyes I powrd forth teares in vaine, 
to faue yourbrothet from the lacrifice. 

But fearce tAndronicus would not relent. 

Therefore away withher, and yfe her as you will* 



The 






of T itus Andromcu?. 

The worfe to her the better low’d of mec. 

Lauima. OhTamora becallda Gentle Queene, 

And with thine owne hands ki 11 mein this place. 

For tis not life that 1 haue begd lb long , 

Poore I was ilaine when 'Bafcianus dide. (goe» 

Tamora , VVhatbcgft thou then fond woman let me 
Eauinia, Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more. 
That woman-hood denies my tong to tell. 

Oh keepe me from there worfe than killing luft. 

And tumble me into fomelothfomc pit, 

VVhere ncuer mans eye may behold my bodic, 

Doc this and b e a charitable murderer. 

Tamora. Soflrould I rob my fweet fonnes of their fee. 

No let them fatiffice their lull on thee. 

Demetrius , Away for thou had ftaide vs here too long. 
L auinia, No grace, no womanhood, ah beafflv creature. 

The blot and enemie to our gencrall name, 

Confu lion fall t , (hufband, 

Chiron, Nay then lie flop your mouth, bring thou her 
This is the hole where Aron bid vs hide him. 

Tamora. Farewell my fons, fee that you makcher fure, 
Netc let my hart know met ry cheare indeede. 

Till all the Andror.ictc be made away; 

Now will I hence to fecke my loucly Moore, 

And let my fplcenfoll fonnes this Trull defloure. 

Enter tAron with two of T itus fomet. 

Come on my Lords the better foot before. 

Straight will I bring you to the lothfome pit, 

Where I efpied the Panther fcaft afleepe. 

Quintus. My fight is v eric dull what ere it b ° d «* 
Mart, And mine I promife you, were it not for fiiame. 
Well could Ilcauc our fport to Heepe a while 
Quintus, What art thou fallen what fubtill hole is this, 
yVhofc raouthis coucrcd withrude growing briers^ 
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The moft L amenta tie T rageclie 

Vpon whofe Icaues are drops ofne willed blood 
As frefii as morning dew diftild on flowers * 
verie fatnll place it Icemestomee, 

Speake brotherhaft thouhurt thee with the fall? 

Mart in Oh brother with thedifmalft obie&hure. 

That euer eie with fight made hart lament* 

Aron. Now will I fetch the King to finde them here 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle. Exit 

How theie were thcy,that made away his brother. 

Martins* Why dofl not comfort me and help meout 
From this vnhollow,and blood flamed hoi c* 

Quintus. I am furprifed w ith an vncouthfearc, 

A chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fufpe&smorethan mine eie can lee* 

Martins . 7 o proue thou hafl a true diuining hart, 
tslron, and thou looke downe into this den, 

,u4nd i ee a fearcfull fight of blood and death. 

Qutntus. Aron is gone^and my compaffionate hart, 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing where at it trembles by furmife: 

Oh tell me who it is, for nere till now, 

Was la child to fea: el know not what. 

Martins. Lord Bajftanus lies bereaud in-blood, T^ cy * ' z * z% * > 
All on a heapelike coaflaughtercdLambe, 
in this detefleddarke blood drinkmgpit . 

Quintus. Ifit be darkehow dofl thouknow tishee# 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wearc 
A pretious ring, that lightens all this hole: 

VVhich like a taper in Ionic monument, 

Dothfhinc vpon the dead mans earthy cheekes. 

And ’hewes the ragged mtralsofrhispit: 

So pale did lh ine the Moone on Prianaus , 

V Vhen he by night lay bathd in Maiden blood, 

O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 

J f fearc hath mad c thee faint as me it hath, 



of Titus A ndr onicus. 

Q u t of this fell dcu ouring receptacle, 
js hatefull as Octtus miftie mouth. 

Quint. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out, 
Qrwanting rtrength to doe thee fo much good, 

1 may be plucktinto thelwallowing wombe, 

Qf this deepe pit, poore r B a jfianus gra u c : 

I haue no ftrength to plucke thee co the brinck, 

Jldtirtius, Nor I no ftrength to clime without thy help. 

Quint. T 4 hy hand once more, I will notloofe againc. 
Till thou ait here a loft or 1 beiowet 
Thoucanft not come to me, I come to thee. 

Enter the Empcrour and *Aron % 

,tbe Moere. 

Satuminus , Alongwith me.IIefcewhat hole is her#. 
Andwhatheis that nowis leapt into it. 

Say who art thou that lately didft defeend. 

Into this gaping hollow of the earth. 

iMarttus. Thevohappie fonnes cf old */fndrenictu 3 
Brought hither in a moft vnluckie houre, 

Tofinde thy brother Bajfinnus dead. 

Saturninut. My brother dead, i know thou doft but 
HeandhisLadie both are at the lodge, (ieft, 

Vpon the north fideof this pletfant chafe, 

Tisnotan houre fince I left them there-. 

Mart. VVe know not where you left them allaliue. 
But out alas,herc haue we found him dead, 

Ent er Tumor Andr ontcus ^ani \jicitt*. 

Tamora. Where is my Lord the King? 

K tH g- Hcre7Wwor/<,thoughgriudcwith killing griefe, 

Tam or a, V Vhcre is thy brother Bajpanus} 

Now to the bottome doft thou fcarch my wound, 
E Poore 



THE FOLGER SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 



Octavo 







Them oft Lamentable Tragedie 

Poore Baffianus here lies murthered* 

Tamora. Then all too lace I biing this fatall writ* 
The complot of this timelefle Tragedic, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold., 

In plcafmg fmiles fuch murderous tyrranic* 

Shegiueth Saturnine a letter * 

Saturnimts reads the Utter. 

*sfnd if we miffe to mcete him handfomelie ^ 

Sweet huntfhtan jBaffi&nus tis we weave. 

Doe thou fo much as dig thegrauefor him , 

7 hott kyowfl our meaning loo he for thy reward \ 

^Amongthe Nettle sat the Elder tree. 

Which oner fhades the mouth of that fame pit , 

Where we decreedtoburie BalTianus, 

Doe this and pur chafe vs thy lafiing friends . 

King, Oh Tamora was euer heard the like. 

This ts'the pit, -and this the blder tree, 

Lookc Sirs if you can frde die huntfman out. 

That lhouldhauc mviithsvs&'BaJfidrms here, 

Aren, My gratious Lord herds the bag ofgold* 
King, Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kinde, 
Hauehere bereft my brother cf his life: 

Sirs drag them from the pit vn to the prifon, 

T here let them bide vntillwe haue deuifd, 

Some neuerhardoftortering paine for them* 

Tam, What are they in this pit, Oh wondrous thing! 
How cafily murder is difeouered. 

T itus, Highhmperour, vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone,with teares not lightly died. 

That this fell fault ofmy accurfed fonnes, 

Accurfcd , ifthe faults bepraud in them. 
dCing, Ifit be proude,you fee it is apparant, 

who 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

\Vho found tins lettcr,T ansara wss it you? 

'X a mom. Andronicus bimfelfc did take it vp, 

Jttus* i did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 
p, r by my Fathers reuerent toombe I vowe, 

•jbey fliallbe ready at yourhighnes will, 
r fo anfwcre their fufpition with their Hues. 

King* Thou flialtnot baile thcm,fee thou follow me. 
Some bring the murthered body, fome theraurtherers. 
Let them uotfpeakeavvord the guilt is plain e, 

For by my foule,were there worfe end than death, 
pjut end vpon them fhould bcexccutcd. 

T amern * eAndronicus I will intreatthe King, 

Peare not thy fonnes ,they firall doe well enough » 

T Hus* Come Luciuscom e , (lay not to talke with them* 

Enter theEmfrejfe fonnes with Lauinia } herhnndes 
cut offhand her tongue cut out, & rauifht , 



Dense, So now gotell and ifthy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 

Chi, VVritcdowncthy minde bewray thy meaning fo, 
Jr.d if thy ftumpes will let thee pray the feribe* 

Dense* See how with ligne s and tokens £h e can fcrowlci 
Chi* Goe home, call for fvveet water walh thy hands. 
Devset. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to walli* 
And lo letsleauehertoherfilent walkcs. 

Chi. And twere my caufe.I fliould goe hang my felfc. 
Dmet, If thou hadft hands to helpe thee knit the corde. 
Exeunt, 






Enter Marcus from hunting. 

Who is thiSjtnyNeece that Hies away fo fall. 

Cofen a word, where is your huf b and t 

iff doe drearae wouldall my wealth would wake me# 

' Ea I 





The moft Lamentable Tragedie 

]f Idoe wake fotne Planner Ihike me downe, 

T hat I may flumber an cternall fleepc. 

Sneake gentle Neece.what rterne vngentle hands. 

Hath lo^ 5 t, and hevvdc, and made thy body bare, 
Ofhertwo brandies thole fweet Ornaments, 

V Vhofe cyrchng fhadowes, Ivingshauc loughttofleepc 
d mightnot gaine fo gre.it a happines (in, 

As halfe thyloue: Why doftnotlpeake to me! 

Alas acrimfon Riuerofwarme blood. 

Like to a bubling Fountaine ftirdc with windc, 

Doth rife andfall betweenethy Rofedltps, 

Comming and going with thy honie breath. 

But fur e lomc Teretts hath deflowredthce. 

And left thou Ihouldft detea them cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnftavvaie thy face for ftiame, 

And notvt'ithftanding all this Ioffe ol blood. 

As from a Conduitwith their lfTuingfpoUts, 

Yet doe thy cheekcs lookered a s Titans face, 
lilulhin* to be encountred witha Clowde, 

Shall I ip cake for tliec,fhall I fay tis f®. 

Qh that 1 knew thy hart,and knew the bead, 

That I mightraile at him to eafe my minde. 

Sorrow concealed like an Oucnftoppt, 

Doth burne the hart to cinders where it is* 

Faire Philomela,*’ hy flic but loft her tongue, 

And in a tedious famplerfo wed her nnndc. 

Butlouely Neece.that meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier T-ereus, Cofcn half thou met. 

And he hath cut tbofe prcttie fingers off, 

That could liaue bett er lowed than Thtlomel. 

Oh had the moiifter fecne thole Lillie hands. 

Tremble like afpenleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kifle them, 

He would not then hauetucht themforhis life. 

Orhad he heard the he^uenlyHarmonie, yy^ix 
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of T itus A ndronicus. 

Which that fwcctc tongue hath made, 

Pic would hauedroptliis knr&andfell afleepe, 
j \ s Cerberus at the T hnician Poets fccte 4 
Come let vsgoe,and make thy facherbhnd, 

For fuch a fight will blind a fathers eie 4 
One liourcs (tor me will drovvne thefrngrantmeades. 
What < v j 1 1 wholes months of tearcs thy fathers cies? 
Doc not dravve back e, for we will mournc with thee, 
Oli could our mourning cafe thy miferie* 

Exeunt* 



Enter the fudges and Senatours with Titus tw? fonnes 
bound, pajftng on the Stage to the place of execution , andTi- 
tus going before pleading . 





T itus. Hcarc megraue Fathers, Noble Tribunes flay., 
Forpitticof mine age, whofc youth wasfpent 
In dangerous wnrres,whnft you fecurelic fiept. 

For all my blood in Roomcs great quarrel 1 lhcd, 

For all the frofldc nights that i haue watcht, 

Andforthefe bitter tea res which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinclcs in my cheeks, 

Be pittifulito my condemned fonnes. 

Whole foules is not corruptedas tis thought. 

For twoaudtwentie fonnes I ncucr w ept, 

Bccaufe they died in honours loftie bed, 

Andronicuslieth downe , andtbe Judges paffe by him* 

For thcfe/Tribunes, in theduft I write 

My harts deepe languor, and my foules fad teares: 

bet my teares /launch the earths dne appetite. 

My fonnes ffcveetc blood will make it fhanie and blu/lit 
O earth I will befriend thee more with raine. 

That /hall diftillfrom thefetwo auntientruincs, 

T han youthful! Aprill /hall with all hi* fhowr cs 4 

E 3 
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The moll lamentable T ragedie 

Jn fu miners drought.Ile drop vpon thee Hill, 

In winder with wanneteares Ilemeltthe fnow. 

And keepe eternall fp ting time outhy face. 

So thou refufe to drinkc my deare Tonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius with bis weapon drawne , 

Gh reuerent Tribunes, Q\\ gentle aged men 
Vnbinde my fonues,reueriethedoomeof death, 

And let me fay, (that neuerwept before) 

My teares are now preuailingOratours. 

Lucius. Oh Noble Father you lamentin vaine. 

The Tribunes heare you not,no man is by. 

And you recount your fo trow os to a Hone. 

Titus. Ah Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead, 
@raiieTr/£#»er,once more 1 intreat of you. 

Lucius. Mygratious Lord,no T t tbune heares youfpeak. 
Titus , YVhy tis no matter man, if they did heare 
They would not markc me, if they did marke. 

They would not pit tie me, yetpkadelmuft. 

And boodefl c vnto them. 

Therefore 1 tell my forrowes to the Hones, 
who though they cannot arifwcre my diltreffe, 
Yetinfomefort they are better than the tribunes. 

For that they will not intercept my tale: 
when I doe weepe,they humblie at my feete 
Receiue my teares,and leemc to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weeds, 

Rome could afford no tribunes like tothele: 

A Hone is fofc as waxe,T ribunes more hard than Hones: 

A Hone is filent,and offendeth not, 

AndT ribunes with their tongues doomemen to death. 
But wherefore HandH thou with thy weapon drawne? 
Lucius Torefcuemy mo brothers from their death. 

For which attempt the fudges nauepronouncH,, 

My euerlafling doome of banifhment. 

Titus . O happie man, they haue befriended thee: 



of Titus Androriicus, 

why foo'ifh Lucius, dod thou not perceiue 
Tli.it Romeis btita wildernes of tygers? 

Tygers mint pray, and Rome affords no pray 
jiueme and mine, how happie art thou then. 

From elide dcuourers to be ba'nithcd. 

But who comes with our broth t\ Marcus here? 

E'ter Mai cus with Lauinia. 

Marcus. Titus, prepare thy aged eies to weepe. 

Or if not fo, thy Noble hart to breake: 

1 bring confuming forrow to thine age. 

Titus, will it confume mee? Let me fee it then. 
Marcus , This was thy Daughter. 

Titus , why Marcus fo ffiee is . 

Lucius. Ay mec,this Obicctkils nice. 

Titus, Fain t -harted- boy ,arifc and lookc vpon her, 
S peake Lauinea, what accurfed hand, 

Hath made thee handles in thy fathers fight? 
what foole hath added watertothe fea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy? 

My griefe was at the height before thou camft, 

Andnow like Nylus it difdaineth bounds. 

Giue mca fwordlle choppe off my hands too. 

For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vaine; 

And they haue nurfi this woe, in feeding life; 

In boodeffepraierhauethey beene held vp, 

And they haue femde me to effeffles vfe. 

Now all the feruice I require of them. 

Is that the one will help cjtocut the other, 
tis well Lauinia that thou haft no hands. 

For hands to doe Rome feruice is but vaine, 

Lucius. Speake gentle filler, who hath martred thee. 
Marcus. Oh that delightfuil engine of her thoughts, 
That bfcbd ihcgi with fuch pleafing eloquence. 



1 
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The moil Lamentable TragecUe 

Is tome from forth that prettie hollow cage, 

V V.iere like a Iweete mcllodious bird it fung, 

Sweete varied notes inchauntmg cuerie care. 

Lucius. Oh fay thou tor her, who hath done this deed; 

M arcus. O h thus l found her ftrayingin die Parke, 
Seeking to hide her felfe,as doth the Deare 
That hath rcceaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Titus* It was my Dearc^andhc that wounded her. 

Hath hurt me more than had he kild me dead: 

For now I ftandasone vpona rockc, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of lea. 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by wane. 
Expecting euer when fome enuious forge. 

Will in hisbrinifh bowels (wallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 

Here Hands my other fonne a banifot man. 

And here my brother wee ping at my woes: 
Buttbatwhichgiucsmy foulc thegreateftlpumc 
Is deare Lauinia ,dc arer than myfoule 
Had I but fccne thy picture in this plight. 

It would haue madded me : what fhall I doo. 

Now I behold thy liueliebodiefo; 

Thou hall no hands to wipe away thy teares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hathmartred dice: 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers arc condeinnde.and dead by this. 

Lookc Marcus , Ah fonne L actus lookeon her. 

When I did name her brothers,! hen fix m teares 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the home dew, anj j 

Vpo lagathredLilliealmoll withered. .A.. Uildhcr 

[Marcus. Perchance foee weepes becaufc they k 

Perchance foecaufe fhee k no wes them innocen . 

Titus. If they did kill thy husband thcnbeioytuU, 
Becaufc the Law hathtane reuenge on them. 
No,no,they would not doo lofowle a deed.e, yy im(f 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

VVitnesthe forrow that their filler makes. 

Gentle Lauinia, let me kift’c thy lips. 

Or make fome figne how I may doc thee cafe: 

£ha!l thy good Vncle.and thy brother Luc tut, 

And thou,andLfitroundaboutfomeFountanie, 

Lookingall downe wards to behold our cheekes^ 

How they arc ftaindlikeraeadowes yet not drie. 

With mierieflimeleft on them by a flood; 

And in the fbuntaine fhall wee gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh taft betakenfrom that clcarcnee. 

And mad e a brine pi t with our bitter teares? 

Or (hall we cut away our hands like thine? 

Or (hall we bite our tongues? and in dumbe Ihowes 
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull daics? 
y Vhat fhall we doe? Let vs that hauc our tongues. 

Plot fome deuife of further miferie. 

To make vs wonderd at in time to come . 

Lucius. Sweete father ceafeyourteares,fbr at your grief 
Sechow my wretched lift er fobs and weepes, 

Marcus .Patience deare niece, good Titus dry thine eies.’ 
T itus, a!i Marcus, Marcus, Brother well I wotc. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine. 

For thoupooreman, haft drownd it with thine owne« 
Lucius, Ah my Lauinia, 1 will wipe thy chcckes. 

Titus. Marke Marcus, markc,I vnderftand herfignesj 
Hadfhcc a tongue to fp cake, now would fliee fay 
That to her Brother, which I faidto thee. 

His napking with her true teares all bewet, 

Can doe no feruiceon her forrowfull chcekcSj 
Oh whatafimpathicof woe is this,' 

Asfarrefrom hclpe, as lymbo is from blifle. 

Enter Aron tbs Moore alone s 
Moore. Titus tAndronicus, My lord the EmperoUr, 
Sends thee this vvord,thatif thou louc thy fonnes, 

‘■ccM arcus * 1 ueius,Qi thy feifeoldc Titus, 



Or 




The molt Lamentable Tragedie 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand 
And fend it tothe Kmg,he for the fame, 
will fend thee hither both thy fonncs aliuc. 

And that fhallbc theraunfomi for their fault, 

T it HI. Oh gracious Empcrour,Oh gentle aAron, 
DideuerRaucn ling to like a Lnrke, 

That°iucsfweetc tidings of theSunncs vprife? 

With all my hart, lie fend theEmperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou helpe to chop it off? 

Lucius* Stay father,for that Noble hand of thine, 

That hath throwne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not bcftntjmy hand will ferue the turne, 

My youth can better fpare my bloud than you. 

And therefore miuefhall faue my brothers Hues, 

Marcus* which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rcard aloft the bloudicBattlcaxe, 
wrjo’hting deftruflion on the enemies Cafllc? 

Oh none of both, but are of high defert: 

My hand hath beenc but idle,let it ferue 
to raunfome my two Nephews from their death, 

Then haue I kept it to a worthic ende. 

Moore, Nay come agree whofehaud fhall goe along, 
For fcare they die before their pardon come. 

Marcus. Myhand fhall goe, 

Lucias* By heauen it fhall not goe, 

■Titus . Sirs ftriue no more, fuch withred hearts as thele 
Aremecte for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 

Lucius. Sweete father, if Ifhall be thought thy fonne, 
Let meredeememy brothers both from death, 

Marcus * And for our fathers fake,and mothers care, 
Now let me lliow a brothers loue to thee, ? 

Titus* Agrccbecwecneyou,I will (pare niy hand, 
Lucius, Then He goe fetch an Axe. 

Marcus. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt, 

'g'tust, Comcbither virw, lie dcceiue them both, ^ 



ofTitus Andronicus. 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giuethee mine, 

Moore. If that be caldc deceit, I will behoneft, 

And neuer whillf I hue dcceiue men fo: 
gut He dcceiue you in anotherforf. 

And thatyoule % ere halfc an hourepaffe/ 

He cuts off Titus hand. 

Enter Lucius andMzxOisagdme* 

Titus. Now Ray your frrifc,what fhall be, is difpatchtf 
Good Aren gmc his Maicfliemy hand, 
rellhim itwasahand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers, bid him burieir, 

More hath it merited, that let ithaue: 
Asformyfonnes,fay laccountof them, 
Asiewelspurchafdeat an eafiepricc, 
AndyctdearetoOjbecaufc J bought mine ownejl 
Aron, I goe Andrenicus ,and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee. 

Their heads I meant : Olihow this villanic. 

Doth fat me with theverie thoughts of it. 

Let fooles doe good.and faire men call for grace, 

^frowwiil hauehisfouleblackelike hisface. Exit* 
Tttus. Oil here I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 

And bow this feeble ruinc to thcearth, 

/f any power pit ties wretched teares, 

Tothat I call : what wouldft thou kneele with mee? 

Doe then dcarc hart, for heauen fhall heare our praiers. 
Or with our fighs wcle breath the welkin dimme, 

And ftainethefunne with fogge,as fometime clowds, 
When they doc hug him in their melting bofomes, 
Marcus. Oh Brother fpcakewith poffibilitic. 

And doe not breakeintothefe deepe extreames, 

Titus. Is not my furrow deepe hauing no bottome? 

F i Then 





The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Then be m/paflions bojtOinleiTc with them, 

Marcus, But yet let reafon gouernc thy lament, 
Titus. If there were reafon for thefe mifcrics, 

Then into limits could I bindc my woes: 

When heauen doth wcepe,doth not the earth oreflow? 
IFthe winds rage, doth not tbefea waxemad, 
Threatningthe welkin with his bigfwolne face! 

A nd wilt thou hauc a reafon for this coile? 

I am the fea. Harkehowherfighs doth flow: 

Slice is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then niuftmy fea be mooued with her fighs. 

Then mud my earth with her continuall tearcs. 

Become a deluge : ouerflowed and drownd: 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woe j. 

But like a drunkard mull I vomit them. 

Then giuc meleaue,for loofers will hauc lcaue, 

To eafe their ftomacks with their bittertongucs. 



Enter 4 meJfcHgtr with tw* beads and a band, 

MeJftHgtr. VVorthy Andrtnicus , illart thou repaid, 

Tor that good hand thou fentft the Empcrour: 

Herearc theheadsof thy twoNoblefonncs, 

And heres thyhandinfeorne to thee lent backe: 
Thygriefe,their(ports : Thyrefolutionmockt, 

That woe is me to thinkc vpon thy woes. 

More than remembrance of my fathers death, 

Marcus. Now let hotc jEtna coole in CycilWj 
And be my hart an euerburning hell: 

Thefe miferies are more than may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepedoth eafefotnc deale. 
But forrow flowted at, is double death. 

Lucius. Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep c a wound 
And ye t detcfled life not fhrinkc thereat: 

That cucr death fhou’d let life bears his name, 

— VVhere 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

yYlisrc life hath no more intcrefl but to breath, 

Marcus. AUspoorc hart, that kifle is comfortlefTc, 

A s frozen water to a ftarued fnakc. 

Titus, VVhen will this fearcfutl Humber hauc an end? 
Mar. Now farewell flattrie,die lAndrtnicHs, 
ihou doff not Humber, fee thy two fonnes heads, 

T hy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter heeie: 

T hy other banifht fonne withthis deerc fight, 

Scrucke pale and bloodleHe,and thy brother I, 

Jucnlikc a flony image cold and numme. 

All now no more will I controwle thy greefes. 

Rent offthy filuci hairc, thy otlier hand, 

Gna wing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofing vp of ournioft wretched eies: 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou Hill! 

Titus . Ha,ha,ha. 

(Jlf Why doll thou laugh? It fits not with this houre, 
Titus, VVhy.I hauc not another tearc to fhcdj 
Bcfidc* this forrow is an encmie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watrie eies. 

And make them bhndc withtributarie teares. 

Then which way (hall I find R euenges Caue, 

For thefe two heads doe feeme to fp cake to nice 
And threat me, IlhallneuercomctoblilTe, 

Till all thefe mifehiefes be retumd againe, 

Euen in their throats that hath commitcd them, 

Comelet me fee what taskc I hauc to doe, 

You heauic people cirkle me about. 

Thatlmay turnc mec to each one of yon, 
and fwcare vnto my foule to right your wrongs, 

The vow is made. Come brother take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I bcare. 

And LauiuU thou (halt b c imployde in thefe Armas, 
Bearethoumy handfweet wench hetweene thy teeth: 

As for thee boy. eoc get thee from my fight, 

F3 Thai 






The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muftnot ftny. 

Hie to the Gothes and raife an am lie there. 

And Hyceloue me as I thinke you doe, 

Letskiilc andlpart for we haue'niuch to doe. 

ExSHHt, 

Lucius , Farewell tAndrcnicus my Noble Father, 

The wocfulft man that euerhude in Rome: 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucius come againe, 

He loucs his pledges dearer than his life: 

Farewell l^auinia my Noble lifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beenc, 

But now nor Lucius nor L auinia Hues, 

Butinoblmion andhatefull greefes: 

If Lucius Hue, fie will requite your wrongs, 

And make proud Saturnine and his Empereft’e, 

Begat the gates like T ar quin andhii Queene, 

Now will 1 to the Cjothcs and raife apowre, 

To bee reuengd on Rome and Saturnine, 

Exit Lucius, 

EnterLncius form and Lauinia running after him, And 
the Boj flies from her with his 'Bootes vn- 
der his Arms. 

Enttr Titus and Marcus , 
fuer. Help Grandfier helpe, my Aunt Lauinia, 
Follovves me cueric where I know not why. 

Good Vncklc Marcus fee how fwiftfliee comes, 

Alas fweet AuntI know not what you mcanc. 

M^rcwr .Stand by me Lucius, doe not fcare thine AUet. 
Titus. She loucs th ee boy too well to doc thee harme. 
Puer, I when my Father was in Rome Hie did, 

M. What meanes my NscccLauin/a by thefe lignesl 
Tit, Fcarehernot Lucius , fomc what doth fhemeane, 



of Titus Andrcntcus. 

Sec Lucius fee, how much (lie makes of thee: 

Same whither would foe haue theegoc with ha - . 

A boy, Corneha newer with more care, 

Red to her Tonnes than flie hath red to th ce, 

Svscct Poctric and Tulhes Oratour: 

Canft thou not gelTe wherefore (Replies thee thus. 

■ puer. My Lord I know not I, nor can I gefte, 

VnlcHc fomc fit or frcnzic do poflefle her: 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay lull off, 

Fxtrcmiti e ofgrceues would make men mad, 
ylnd I haue red that Hecuba of T roy, 

Ran mad for forrow,that made me to feare. 

Although my Lord I know my Noble Aunt, 

Fouesme as deareas ere my Mother did, 

A nd would not but infurie fright my youth, 

VVhich made me downcto throwemybookes and flie 
Caufele* perhaps, but pardon mei’weet Aunt, 

And Maddam if my V nckl c Marcus goc, 

I will mod willinghc attend your Ladylhip. 

Mar, Lucius I will, 

Titus, How now Lani»ia,(JWarcus what meanes this? 
Some booke there is that flie defires to fee: 

VVhich is it gyric of thefe,open them boy. 

But thou art deeper rcadand better skild, 

Come and take clioife of all my Lybrarie, 

Andfo beguile thy forrow,tili theheauens 
Reuealethcdamn’dcontriuerof thisdeede. 

Why lifts (he vp her Armes in fcquence thus? 

M, I thinke fliemeanes that there were more than one 
Confederate in thefaft, I more there was.- 
Orclfeto hcauen/hcheaues them for rcuengc. 

Titus, Lucius what bookeisthat lbeeto'fethfo, 

Tuer. Grandfier tis Ouids Metanaorphofis, 

My Mother gaae it me. 

M arcus. For loue of her thats gone, 

■ - •* Perhaps 
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Perhaps flrce culd it fr<5in among the reft, 

Titm* Softfobufilie Hie turncs the lcaues, 

Help her , what would fticjfinde? Lauinia (hall read; 

This is the tragi eke tale oi Philomel, 

Andtreai s of Tereus crcafbn and his rape. 

And rape 1 feare, wasroote ofthy annoie, 

JVU rent. S ee brother fee, note how (he coats the ieaucs, 
ritus, Laumia wert thou thus furpriz’d fw eet gy rlc; - 
Rauifht and wrongd as Tb/emcla was, 

Frocd in the ruchlctfc Vaft and gloomie woods- 
See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had wcncuer,neuer hunted there,) 

Patternd by that the Poet here deferibes. 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Mar. O why fhould nature build fofow lea den* 
Vnlefle the Gods del jghtin Tragedies , (friends, 

T ttus, Giue fignes fweet gyrle, forhereare nonebut 

V Vhat Romaine Lord it was durft doe the deed? 
Orflonkenot Saturnine as Tar quin erft, 

That leftthe Campe to finite in Lucres e bed 

M are. Sit downc fweet Ncecc, brother fit down# by 
tMppollo, Fallot Joue or (JWtrcunt, (met, 

Infpire me that 1 may this treafonfinde, 

Aly Lord lopke here, looke here Lasting , 

Jit write t bit name with bit ftajfe and gut At! it 
witbfecte andmuth. 

This fardi* plot ii p!ainc,guideif thou canft 
Thisaftcrme, 1 haue writ my name, 

Without die help of any hand at all, 

Curftbe thachart thatforcdvstothisfbift: 

V Vritc thou good Ncte^and here difplay atlaft* 

What God will haue difcoueredforreuenge, 

Heaucn guide thy pen toprintthyforrowcsplwne, ^ 



of Titus Andronicus. 

That we may know the tray tors and the tmeh, 

S bee takft tbejlajfe in her month and guides it Kith hey 
J fun pi And writes. 

Oh doe yee read my Lord what (he hath writ, 

%tufrum, Chiron, ‘Dmetrius, 

Marcus. What, what, the luf full fonnes of Tamora, 
Performer soft his haynous bloody deede . 

Titus, Magni ‘Domtnator poli , 

Tom lent vs audit J cetera, tarn lentut vides? 

Marcus . Oh ealme thee gentle Lord, although I kcotv* 
Thercis enough written vpon thiscarth. 

To (tir a mutime in the mildcft thoughts, 

A nd arme the mindes ofinfants to exciaimes, 

My Lord knccledowr.e with me, Lauinio kncclc, 
Andkneelc fwcctboy, theRomairie Heftors 1 cp 
Andfwearc with me as with the woful 1 feere. 

And father of that chatt difhonoured Dame, 

Lord luntus Brutus fwcar e for Lucre ee rape. 

That we willprofccute by good aduice 
Mortal! reuenge vpon the! e Trarterous Cjothet , 

And fee their blood or die with this reproch, 

Titus. Tis fure enough, and you knew ho v, 

But if you hunt thefe Beare whelpcs then beware. 

The Dam wi'l wake and lfrtiewindeyec once, 

Slice’s with the Lmn deepcly (lid in league. 

And luls him whilft fhecplaiethonherbacke. 

And when heflvepes,will fhee doe what flic lift. 

You are a young hunt man Mure as Jet alone. 

And come I will goegera le-.feoi brafle. 

And with a gad offtcelewil! wri'e thefe words, 

And lay it by : the angry no n hen wind 
Will H ! ow thefe 'ands hkc5<f»e//leauesabroad, 
Andw'.ercs our leftontl.cn, bov what fay you? 

Puer. I lay my Lord that i‘ I w cre a man. 
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The mod Lamentable Tragedte 

Their mothers bed-clumber fliouldnotbcfalc. 

For thefebafe bond-men to theyoake of Rome. 

CAUrcus 1 thats my boy, thy father hath full off, 

J' jr his vngrntcfull Counti ie done the like. 

Puer, And Vnklefo will I,andif lliue. 

Tims. Con>c goc with me into mine Armotie, 

Lucius lie fit thee,and withal 1 my boy 
$h ill carrie irom me to the Emprcffe tonnes, 

I'refents that I intend to fend them both: 

Come, come, thoult doc my meftage wilt thou not? 

'jPuer. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfier. 

Thus. No boy not fo. He teach thee another courfe, 
Ltuima come, Marcus lookc to my houfe, 

Lucius and I legoc braue it at the Court, 

1 manic will \vc fir, and wcelcbc waited on. Exeunt, 

Marcus , O hcauetiSjCan you hearc a goodman grone 
And not relcntjOr not companion him? 

Marcus attend him in his extafie. 

That liath more fears of furrow in his barr. 

Than foe-mens marks vpon his ba ttred lliield, 

Rut yet fo iuft ,tiiat he will not rcuenge, 

Rcuengc the beau ens for old c Andronicus, Exit, 

Enter Aron, Chiron, Demetrius at one doore, and at 

the other doore young Lucius, and another with a bundle of 
weapons, and verfes writ vpon them. 




Chiron Demetrius, liens the forme of Lucias, 

He hath fomcmeftagcto delmer vs. 

Aron, Ifomemadmeflagcfiom his mad Grandfather; 
Piter, My Lords, with all the humblenes I may, 

I grcetcyour Honours from Andronicus ; 

And pray the Ro mane Gods confound you both. 

‘ Demetrius , Gramarcic Louelie L#«w,whatsthencws 
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of Titus Andronicus, 

porvillaines markt with rape. May it plcafe you, 
jVjy Grandfici welladuifde hath fent by me. 

The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 

To gratefie your honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, forlbhebid mefayt 
And fo I doe, and with his gifts prelent 
Your LordllnpSjwhen cueryou haueneede. 

You may bearmedand appointed well. 

And fo 1 leaue you both : Likcbloudievillaines, Exit . 

Tfemetri . what’s here ? a fcrole,and written round about. 
Let’s fee, 

pit eg er vitafcelerifejue pur us, non eget mauri iaculus nee at at, 
Chiron. O tis a verfe in Horace I know it well, 
Ireaditin the G rammer long agoe . 

Moore. 1 iuft,a verfe in //«•«•#, right you haueit. 

Now what a thing it is to bean Alle, 

Her’s no found icaft, the olde man hath foun d theirgilf, 
Andfends them weapons wrapt about with lines. 

That wound beyond theirfccling to the cjuickct 
B u t were our wit tie E mpreffe w ell a footc. 

Slice wouldapplaud t Andronicus conceit. 

But let her reft in her vnreft a while. 

And now young Lor ds,waft not ahappie ftarre. 

Led vs to Rome ftrangers,and more than fo 
Captiues, to be aduaunced to this height: 

It did me good before the Pallace gate, 

T o braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Demetrius, But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 
Bafelieinlinuateandlcnd vsgifts. 

<tAron , Had he not reafon Lord Demetrius, 

Did you no tvfe his daughter very friendlic? 

Demetrius. 1 would wc had a thoufand Romanc Dames 
Atfuchabay.by turneto fcrucour luft. 

Chiron. A charitable wifh,and full of Iooe. 

Aron, Here lacks but your mother forto fay Amen. 

G a Chiron, 
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The mdft Lamentable Tragedie 

/W*. And that wouldflie tor twenty thou land more* 
J>cw<r, Come let vsgoeandpray to all theGods, 

For our beloueduiot'nes in her paines. 

Aron. Pray tothedeuiils.the Gods hauegiuea vs otter, 

Trumpets found, 

7)?wtt. Why do theEmperours trumpets flcurifli 
Cbt. Bchke foriov the Enipcrour hath a lonne* (thus. 
Demetrius, Soft who comes here. 



Enter Nurfe with a black* nioore chtlde , 

( tneMotre. 

Nurfe, God morrow Lords.O tell me did you Ice Aron 
*s€ron. Well, moreor]cffe,or nereawhttatal). 

Here ytfrew i sand what with *Aron now, 

Nurfe. Oh genrle Aron weare all vndone. 

Mow he!pc,or woe betide thee eucrmore. 

nsfron. Why whata catterwallmgdoft thoukeepc, 
what daft tl ou wrap and tumble in thy arnres? 

Nur, O that which I would hide from heauens eye* 
Our Empreffe frame and ftately Romes difgrace, 

Shce is de’iuercd Lords fire isdeh-icred, 

4 Aron. Towbome, 

Nur. Imeanefre is brought a bod. , , r f 

Aron. V Veil godgme her good reft,what hath he ft 

Nurfe. Adiuel. 

iA. Whythenfticis tlledcuils Dam ,a loyfull id * 
N. A IoyleSjdifma’l, blackc, and lorrowfuh lUue, 
Here is the habeas loath feme as atoade, 

Amongft the faireftft breeders ofour clime, 

The Empreflc lends it thee, thy ftampe, thyfeale, 

And bids thee chriftcni t with rhy daggers point. 

+A, Zounds ye whore, is blacke fo b i.eahue; 
Swccte blowfe you are a beautious blofiom eiurc< 

D:me Vi laine wliat haft thou done? 

A, That which thou canft not vndoe« 

Ctaw, Xhyu halt vndone our mother. ^ 




ofTitusA ndrcnicus* 

i/fron. Viilaine I haue doncthy mother. 

Dense, Andthcieinhcl.ifri dog thou haft vndone her, 
VVoc to her chaunce, and damdehcrloathcd choice, 
Accurft the offspring of fo toulc a fiend. 

Chi . hfhal not me, 
i/iron It fbail not die. 

Nurfe. tAron it mull, the rn ether wi's it fo, 

Aron. What muff it Nurfe? then let no man but T, 
P c execution on my flefh and blood. 

Dtmit, lie broach the tadpole on my R apiers point, 
Nurlegiucit me, my fwordiliallfooncdi patch it. 

tAron. Sooncrthisfword frail plow thybowe s vp. 
Stay n.uiihcrous vil lames will you kill your brother- 
Now by the burning tapors of theskic. 

That (hone f» brightly when this boy was got, 

Hedies vpon my Semitars fharpepoint, 

That touches this my firft borne fonne and heiret 
I icllyou yonglings.not EnceUduj, 

V Vith all his th: earning bandoi Typbans broode. 

Nor great Ale lades ,\\or the Codot warre, 

Shalfceaze this pray out of his fathers hands: 
What,what,yce languine frailow harted boic«, 

Yee whitelimde wa les.yce ale-hrule painted fignes, 
Cole-blackeisbettet than another hue. 

In thatitfcorncs tobeare another hue: 

For all the water iu the Ocean, 

Canneuer turne the fwans blacke legs to white, 
Although ft ee hue them howrely in the flood: 

Tell the Emprcflctrom mec I a in of age 
Tokcepc mine owne,excufe it how fheccan, 

! Demetrius . Wiltthou betray thy Nob e Miftris thuSje 
Aron, My MiHris is my Miftris.this mv feftc. 

The vigour, and the picture of my you h: 

This before all the world doe I prefetfe. 

This mauger all the world will l keepc 'afe^ 

G 3 Qfi 
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Or fomcof you fhall finokefor it in Rome* 

Demetrius. By this our mother is for euer fhamde* 
Chiron. Ron/ewill elefpife her for thisfculeelcape, 
Nurfe . TheEmpcrourin his rage will doomehcr death, 
Chtron . I blulh to thinke vpon this ignomic* 
tAron* Why ther’s the Priuiledgc your bcautie bears: 
Fie tree herous hue, that will betraiewith blufliing 
r!ie clofe cnafts and counfels of thy hart : 

Hci’s a young Lad framde of another leere, 

Lookc how the blackcflaue (miles vpon the father, 
Asvvhofliou!dfay,cIdcLad lam thine ownc; 

Hce is your brother Lords, fen fiblie fed 

0 f that fclfc bloud t hat firft gaue life to you, 

And from your worn be where you imprisoned were, 

Hec isinfraenchifed, and come to light: 

N ay hec is your brother by the furer fide. 

Although my feale be (tamped in his face. 

Nurfe. Aron, what ihall I fay vnto the EmpreiTe* 
Demetrius* Aduifethee Aren, wh&t isto be done. 

And we will all fubfcribc to thy aduife: ^ 

Sauc thou the childe/o wee may all be iafe. 

sAron* Then fit we downc and let vs allconfult, 

My fonne and I will haue the windc of you: 

Keepe there, new ralkeatpleafureof yourfafetie* 
Demetrius . How many women faw this childe of his? 
*Aron> why fo braue Lords, when we ioiae in league 

1 am a Lam be, but if you brauctheM^re, 

The chafed Borc,the mountainc LionefTc , 

The Ocean fv\cls notfo as Aron ftormes: 

But faie again e,how manic faw thechilde, 

Nurfe . Cornelia the Midwife ,and rny fclfe. 

And no one c!s but the dcliuered EmprctTe. 

Aron 4 The Empreire,the Midwife, and your felfe, 
two may keepe counfell when the third’s away: 

Goe to the Empr rile, tell her thislfaid. & 7Sr ‘ 
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of Titus Andronicus, 

V’Veeke,weeke,fu cries a Pigge prepared tothefph. 
©rt«# # what meanft thou A ron, whcrforcdidll thou this 
hr$H. O Lordfir,tis a deedc of pollicie, 

51 iall rtieeliue tobetraie this gilt of ouis? 

^ ] 0 ng tongude babling Goffip,No Lord$,no: 

^nd now be it knowne to you my hill intent* 
jsjorfanc, one Unlit e us myCouitnman 
yjis wife but yeliernight was brought to bed, 

Hischildcis like to hcr,fiireas you are: 

Goepackewith him, and giucthcmothergold, 

And tell them both,the drcumflanceof all, 

And how by this their child c Hi all beaduaunft, 

Andbe recciued for the Hmperour* Heire, 
Andfubflitutcd in the place of mine, 
rocalme this teropefl whirling in the Court, 

Andletthe Lmperour dandle him for his ownc, 
Harkeyce Lords, you fee I hauegiuen her Phificke, 

And you mull needs bellow herFunerall, 

Thcfields arc ncere,and you are gallant Groomcst 
Tbisdone,fec that you take no longer daics. 

But fend the Midwife prefent lie tomce. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well madeawav, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what t'neyplcafe. >f 

Chi . Aron, i fee thou wilt not trull the airc wit a fecrets. 
Demetrius . Forthiseareof T amort, 

Herfelfc,and hers, are hidilie bound to thee. Exeunt, 
Artn, Now to the Gothts as fwiftas [wallow flies. 
There to difpofethis treafurc in mine armes, 

And fccrethctogreetethc EmprclTe friends: 
Comcoiiyouthicke-lipt-flaue,l lc bearc you hence,. 

For it is you that puts vs to our fhifts: 
lie make youfeedeon berries, andon roots, 

And feede on curds and whay,and fucke the Goate, 

AndcabbininaCaue,andbnngyouvp, ^ 

To be a warriottrand commauad aCarnpe. Exit * 

tester 




The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Enter Titus, oldc Marcus , young Lucius, and other gen. 
tlcmcn with b •tves , and thus hearts the arrow with letters 
on the ends of them . 

T it us. Come Marcus, comc^kinfcmen this is the way, 
Sir boy let me fee your Archeric, 

Looke ; ec draw home inough andtis there ftraight, 

T erras Afire dr elujuit , beyou remembred Marcus , 
Shccs gonc,lhees lled 5 firs take you to your tooles, 

You Cofeiis (hall goe iound the Ocean, 

And call your ncrs,happiiieyou maycatchhcrin thcfca^ 
Y et theirs as little lufhee as at land: 

No Publius anASempromus , you mud doe it, 

Tis veu mud dig with matrocke and with fpade, 

And piercethci nmoft Center of the earth, 

T he a when you come to ‘Plutocs Region, 

1 pray y ou deliuer him this pcticion, 

T*U himitisforiudice and far aide, 

And chat it comes from oldc A ndronicus 
Sh ,ken wichloirowes in vngratctullRomc* 

Ah Rome, wed, well, I made thee milerable. 

What time I threw the peoples full rages 
On him that thus d> >th cyi rannize ore mce. 

G >c get yougone, and pray be carefull all. 

And le.tuc you not arm not v^rre vnfearcht, 

This wicked Emperour may haue fhipt her hened* 

And kinfemen then wc may goe pipe for iulhce* 

M.ircus. O^Pub/iuSyis not this a heauic c fc 
To fee thy Noble Vnkle thus diftraft? 

Publius. Therefore my Lords it highly vsconcemeg 
Byd jeandnightt'attend him carefuhie: 

Andfe.'de his humour kindly as we may, 

Ti I rime Segctfomec reful! rcniedic# 

Marcus, iviafnaenhisionwcsaixpailrcniedie 




of Titus Andronicus. 

join c with the gathtt,md with reuengefuU vvatre, 

Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude. 

And ven geancc on the trairour Saturnine. 

Titus. Publius how now,how now my Mattel's, 

What haue you met with her? 

Publius. No my good Lord, but Pluto fends you wol d, 
jf you will hauereuenge from hell you rhali, 

Marrie tor lullice lliee is fo imploid. 

He thinks with Ioue in heaucn,or fome where eife. 

So that perforce you mutt needs ftaie a time. 

Titus, He doth me wrong to feede me withdelaici, 
lie diue into the burning lake bclowe, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the hccles, 

M arcus we arc but fhrubs,no Cedars wee, 
Mobig-boand.men framdeof the Cyclops fize, 

But mertal 1 M arcus ficc I e to the verie bccke, 

Yet wrungwitii wrongs more thanour backs canbearej 
And fith thers no iullicein earth nor hell. 

We will follicite heauen and moue the Gods, 

To fenddowne luttice for to wreake our wrongs: 

Come tothisgearc,you are a good Archer Marcus, 
Hegtues them the Arroives. 
tAdlouem, tints for you, here ad lApolleecm, 
tAdM.art cm, tints formy fclfe, 

Hereboy to Pallas, here to M ercur'te. 

To Saturnine, to Cairn, not to Saturnine, 

You were as good to fhoote againft the winde. 

Too it boy,M<«rc«r ioofe when I bid. 

Of my word I haue written to effect, 

Ther’snotaGodleft vnfollicited. 

Marcus. Kinfemen,flioot all your fhafts into the Court, 
V V cc will afflift theEmperourinhis pride. 

Titus. Now Matters dra w,Oh well faid Lucius, 

Good boy in Zlirgoeslappe,s,iiie it Pa Has, 

Marcus , My Lord,I airne a mile beyond the Moone, 

H - ' You* 
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The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Your letter is with Iubiter by this. 

f itus. Ha, ha .Tubltus, Publius, what haft thou done? 
See, fee, thou halUliot off one of Taurus homes. 

Marcus, This was the fport my Lord, when Publius fiiot 
The Bull being galdc,gaue Aries fuch a knocke, 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 

And who lhouldfi.ide tlicm but the Emprcfle villaine: 
Shce laught, and tolde the Moore hee Ihould not choofe, 
But <ftue them to his Mailer for a prefont, 

Titus. V Vhf there itgoes.God giue his Lordlhip ioy. 

Enter the Clowne with a basket and two pidgeons in it. 

Clowne. Newes, newes from heauen, 

Marcus the Poall is come. 

Titus, Sirra what tidings, haucyou any letters. 

Shall I haue iuftice,what laics Iubiterl ..... 

Clowne, Ho the Gibbrtmakcr ? Hee faiesthat lie hath 
taken them downe againe,forthe man muft riot be hangd 

till the next weeke. 

Titus, But what laics Iubiter I aske tnce? 

£lownt, Alas fir, I know not Iubiter, 

I.ncucr dranke with him in all my life, 

Titus, Why villaine art not thou the Carrier. 

Clowne, I of my pidgeons fir, nothing els. 

Titus, VVhy didftthou not come from heauen? 
Clowne, From he iuen, alas fir, I neucr came there, 

God forbid I fliould be fobolde,to prcfte to heauen in my 

young daies: « 

Why I am going with my pidgeons to the tribunal 

PVos, totakc vp a matter of brawlcbctwixt my vne , 
and one of the Emfcrais men. f . 

Marcus, Why fir, tint is as fit as canbee to fci 
yourOration, and. let him deliuer the pidgeons 
JEmperour from you, Titus, 
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of Titus ^ndromeus. 

Titus, Tell mce, can you deliuer an Oration to the Em- 

perour with a grace, 

r Clowne. Nay truelie fir, I could neucr fay grace inali 
my life. 

Titus, Sirra come hither, make no more adoo. 

But giue your pidgeons to the Emperour, 

By mee thou fiialt haue iultice at his hands. 

Hold, hold, nieane while here’s money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inke, 

Sirra,can you wi th a grace deliuer vp a Supplication ? 
Clowne , I fir, 

Titus, Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 
conietohim, at the fiiftapprochyoumuftkneele , then 
kilfe his foote , then deliuer vp your pidgeons , and then 
lookefor your reward , lie b ee at hand fir, fee you doe it 
brauelie, 

Clowne , I warrant you fir , let me alone* 

Titus, Sirra haft thou a knife? Come let me fc c it. 

Here Marcus , foldit in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant. 

And when thou haft giuen it to the Emperour, 

Knocke at my doore,and tell me what he faies. 

Clowne. God be with you fir, I will. Exit, 

Titus , Come Marcus let vs goe, Publius follow mee. 

Exeunt, 

T Eutet Emperour and Emprejfc andbertwo fonnes , the 
Emperour brings the Art owes in his hand 
that Titus Jhot at him. „ 

(feene. 

Saturnine. VVhy Lords what wrongs arc theft, was eucr 
in Empciour in Rome thus ouentorre. 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Ofegalliuftice,v Idem fuch contempt. 

H 2 ,My 

. / 
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My Lords you know the might full Gods, 

How eucr thefe difturbers of ourpeace 
Buziuthepeoples eares,there nought hath pad 
But euen with lawagainft the wilfull fonnes 
Of old lAndronicus, And what and if 
His forrowes hauefo ouervvh.elmde Ins witts? 

Shall we be thus afflittc din his wreakes. 

His fits, his frenoie, and his bitternes? 

And now he writes to heauen for his redrelTe, 

See lieres to lone, and this to Menurie . 

This to sipollo, tliis to the God of warren 
Sweete skrowles to flie about the ftreets of Rome, 
Whats this but libelling againllthe Senate, 

And blazoning our vniulhee cuetie where, 
a goodly humoris it not my Lords? 

As who would lay in Rome noiultice were. 

But if l liue his famed extafies 
*?»huU benonielterto thefe outrages, 

Butheandhis {hall know that iufhce liues 
In Satiirnt/iiis healtl l , wh o m e i f h c fieepe, 

Helcfoa wakcas heuifuriefhall, 

Cut off the proud’ ft confpiratourthat liues. 

T amor a. My gratious Lord, my louely Saturnine, 
Lord of my hfe } commander ofmy thoughts, 

Calmc thee and bcarc the faults of Titus age, 

T he’ffeff s of Ibvrow for his valiant tonnes, 

Whofc Ioffe hath pearff him deepe and skard his hart , 
And rather comfort his diltreiled plight. 

Than profee ute the meaneft or the belt 
For thefe contempts: why thus it fit ail become 
Hie witted Tamara toglofc with all. 

But Titus I haue touched chcc to the quicke, 

Thv life blood out:ift^rc» now be wife, 

Then is allfafe,the Anchor in the port. 



of Titus Androrucus. 

Enter Clovene. 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs> 
£lome, Ycaforfooth& yourMiftrifl)ipbe£i»p ei i a Jf 
■Umora, Empreffelarn, but yonder firs cheEmperourl 
Clew* Tishc ) God and&iint Steucn giueyou Goddcn 
1 haue brought you a letter and a coupleof pigeons here’ 

Hereads the letter. 

Satur, Goe take him away and hang him prcfently? 

Q oV?. How much money mufi I haue, ' ‘ 

Tamora. Come firra you muft be han°-ed. 

flowne. Hangd be Lady, then 1 haue brought vn a neck 
toarairecnd, x 



Enter 



-■ 
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■Satur, Difpightfull and intollcfabic wrongs. 

Shall I endure this monfirous villanie? 

Ikuow from whence this fame deuifcproceeds. 

May thisbe borne as if his traitorous fonnes,* 

That didc by law for murrherofour brother, 

Haucby my mcanes bin butchered wrongfully, 
Goedragge the villaine hither by the haire, ’ 

Norage, norhonour,flialli1i;ip0priueledge, 

Forthis proud mocke. He be thy flaughtemnan, 

Slv frantickc wretch, thatholpftto make me great, 

Inhope thy felfefliouldgouemc Romeand me. 

Enter Nutius Emitlius, 

Satur. What newes with thee Emillius ? 

Emillius. Armc my Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe, 
I he Gothcs haue gathered head and with a poe.tr 

Hi * Of 



The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Of high rcfolued men, bent to the fpoil e. 

They hither march amainc,vnder conduct 
Of Lucius $o nn e to old ndronicus , 

Who threats in courfeofthisrcucrgc,todoc 
As much as cuer Corio/jvus did* 

King. Is vvar ? ikc Lucius Generali of the Go thes, 

Theie tidings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with frofl,orgratfe beat downc with (formes* 

I now begins our forrowes toapproch, 

Tis he the common people loue fo much, 

Myfelfc hath often heard them fay 9 
V Vhcn I liauc walked like a pi iuateman. 

That Lucius banifhment was wrongfullie, 

And they haue wifht that Lucius were their Emperour* 
Tamor.u why fhould you feare, is not your Citie ftrqn gj 
King* I but the Citizens fanout Lucius, 

And will reuoltfrommc to fuccour him* 

Tavjora. King Be thy thoughts imperious like thy name, 
Is the funne dimde,that Gnats doe flic in it. 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to ling, 

And is not carefull what they meanc thereby, 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his winges/ 8 
He can at pleasure flint their mflodie* 

Euen fomaielt thou the giddie men of Rome, 

Then chcare thy fpinc forknow thou Emperour, 

I will inchaunx the old ns4ndr$nicus> 

With words more fweete and yet more dangerous 

Thcnbaicestofifh 5 orhonniefla ] kesto fheepc. 

When as the one is wounded with the bait. 

The other rotted uith delicious feede* 

Kings Buthe will notinrreathisfonnefor vs* 
t amort* IfTamora intreat him than he will, 

Fori can fmooth and fill his aged cares, 

With golden promifes,that werchis hart 
Almolbmpregnable, his old yeares deafe, ^ 
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of T itus A ndronicus. 

YctHiould both care and hart obay my tongue. 

Goe thou before to be our Ambalfador, 

Say t hat the Emperour requefts a parlie, 

Qfwailike and appoint tlie meeting, 

puen at his Fathers lioufc the old Andronicus, 

King. Emillius doe this mcflage honourably. 

And lt'h c Hand in hoftagefor his fa f tie, 

Uidhimdemaund ivhat pledge will pleafe him heft, 
EmilliH* . Your bidding (hall 1 doc effectually. 

Exit, 

T amor a, Now will I to that old A ndronicus. 

And temper him with all the Art I haue. 

To plucke proudeL»e/»/fiomthc warlike Gothes , 

And now fweet Emperour be blith againe. 

And buric all thy fcare in my deuifes, 

Saturnine , Then goe fuceflantly and plead to him . 

Exeunt, 

Enter Lucius with anArmie of Cjothes with 
'Drum s andSeu/diers, 

Lucius, Approued warriours,and myfaithfull friends, 
I haue rcceaucd letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies whathate they bcarc their Emperour, 
Andhow defiror.s of our fight they arc* 

Therefore great Lords bee as your titles witnes, 
Imperious, and impatient ofyour wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any skath, 

Lcthim make tri able fatisfaftion, 

Goth , Braue flip lprong from the great Andronicus, 
VVhofcname was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
VVhofe high exploy t : s and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Rome requites with fou’.e contempt, 

Be bold in vs wccle follow wlurc thouleadft. 

Like 
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The moft lainen table T ragedie 

Like flinging Bees in hotteft Jummers day. 

Led by their Mailer to the ffowred fields. 

And be aduengde on curfcd Tamara: 

And as he faith, fo fav we all with him* 

L nettis. I humbliethanke him and I thanke you alL 
But who comes here led by a luftic Gather 

Enter a Goth leading of Aron with his child 
in his Armes. 

Goth , RenowmedL*c/#rfroni our troupes Iflraid, 
T o gaze vpon a ruinous Monad erie. 

And as I carncftly did fixe mine eye, 

Vpon die wafted building fuddainely, 

I heard a child crievnderneath a wall, 
Imadevmothenoife, wlienfoone I heard. 

The crying babe controld with thisdifeourfes 
Peace tawnieflaue, lialfcme, and hade thy Dame, 
Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art. 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, 
Villaincthoumightft hauebinan Emperour* 

But where the bull and Coware both milke white. 
They neucr doe beget acolcblacke Calfe: 

Peace Villaine peace, euen thus he rates die babe, 

For I muft bearethee to atrtiftie Goth, 

Who when he knowes thou art the EmprefTe babe, 
VVillhold theedcarclyfbrthy mothers lake. 

With this my weapon drawen I rulht vpon him 
Surprifdehimfuddainely ,and brought him hither 
Tovfeasyou thinkeneedefull of the man, 

Lucius! Oh worthie Cjoth this is the’incarnate diuell. 
That robd ssfndronicus of his good hand. 

This is the Pearlethat pleafd your EmprefTe eye, 

And her's the bale fruit o: her burning luff. 

Say wall-cyd flaue whither wouldft thou conuay, 



of Titus Andronicu** 

this growing image of thy fietidhkefaee, 
y yiiy dool 1 not lpeake?what deafe, not a word? 

A halter Sou!diers,iiang him on this tree, 

An d by his fide his fruite of Baftardie, 

Jron, Touch notthcboy,heisof R oiall blcud, 
luc, T oo like the ficr for eucr b cing good, 
pirllhang the child that he may fee it Iprall, 

A fight to vex the fathers foule wit hall. 

A ron. Get me aladdcr,L»r/«/fauethechikh, 

And beare it from me to the EmprefTe : 

Rrliou do tliis ; ilefhcw thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee toheare, 

Iftliou wilt notjbefall what may befall, 
llefpeake nomore,butvcngeanccrotte you all. 

Indus, Say on,and lfit plcaie me which thou fpcakfl* 
Thychild fliall Hue, and I will fee it nouriflit. 

i/iron. And if it pleafe thee? why allure thee Lucius, 
Tvvillvexe thy fouleto heare what I fhallfpeake: 

For I muft talkc ofmuithers,rapes,and maftakers, 

Aftsof black nighr,abhominable deeds, 

Complots of mifchicfe,treafon,villanie s, 

Ruthfull to hear e, yet pittcoudy performdc. 

And this fhall all be buried in my death, 

VnlefTe thou fweare to me my child fhall Hue. 

Lucius . Tell on thy rninde,! fay thy child fliall Hue, 
tAron, Sweare that he fhall, and then I will begin, 
Luci,V Vho fhould I fweare by, thou beleeueft no God, 
That graunted, how canft thou beleeue an oath, 

Aron. What if I doc not,as indeed I do not. 

Yet for I know thou art religious. 

And haft a thing within thee called confidence, 

VVith twenty popifh tricks and ceremonies, 

VVhich I hauefeene thee carefull to obferue. 

Therefore Ivrge thy oath, for that I know. 

An idcot holds his baublefor a God, 

I And 






The moil Lameatablel ragedie 

Andksepcsthe oath witch by that God hefw cares, 
to that ilc vrgc him,thereforc thottfbalt vow. 

By that tamcGod.what God to crc it be 
That thou.adorcft, and haft in rcuerence, 

T o £aue my boy, to nourilh and bring hitB\ p, 

Or elle 1 will diftoucr nought to thcc. 

Ucint, £uen by my God l iweare to thee I will 

Firft knowthou,! begot lum onthc Emprrflcv. 
JiMSiHi ♦ Oh moft infatiate and luxurious woman, 
tut was but a dcedofchantic,. 

to that which thoulhalt beare of me anon, 

Twashertwo fonncs that murdered BajpAfittt, 

They cut thy Sifter* tonguc,and rauilht her, 
Andcutherhand*,and triindhcr as thou fa weft. 

Inc, Oh dcteftablc villaine, calllt thou that trimming 
jixoth Why fhc was wafht,andcut, andtrimd. 

And twas trim fport for thctn which had the doing oi it. 
hue. Oh barberous beaftlic villaincs like thy fcUc. 
ron , Indeed 1 was their tutor to inftruft them, 
That codding fpirit had they from their mother, •/ 

As furc a card as cucr wonne the let: 

That bloodie mindc 1 thinks they learod ol me, 

As true a Dog as cuer fought at head: 

Well let my deeds be witnes of my worth* 

I traind thy brethren to that guilcfull liolc, 
where the dead corpes of Biffiaant laics 

I wrote the letter that thy Father found, 

Andhidthe gold within that lmcr mentioned, 

Confederate with the Quceneandlier two fonne* 

And what not done, that thou haft caufe to *'K, 

wherein I had no ftroke of mifehiete in it* 

] plaid the cheater for thy fathers hand, 

And whenlhadit drew myfclfeapart, 

Andalmoft broke my hart with extreaniela^-* 

T rried me through the crcuicc of await, ^j, iC5 



of Titus Andronicus. 

? lCll .for his hand he had his twofonnes head*. 
Beheld liiitearcs and laught fo hartclic. 

That both mine eyes were raynieliketo his: 
And when I t«ldc the Empreffeof this fport, 
Siice.founded almoft at mypleafing tale, 

And for my tidings gauc mctwentickifTcs. 

4 

(jath. 

V Vlint canft tliou fay all tins aad ncucr blufh l 
I like ablactc Dog.** rhe faying is.’ 
Artthounotforrie for thefe hainous deeds* 




%Av*n, 

I tlutl had not done a thoufandmore* 

Euen now l curfetheday andyetl thinke 
I- ewe comejwithin the compaftc ofray curfe^ 
wherein I did not fomc notorious ill. 

As kill a man, or els deuife his death, 

Rauilh a maidc.or plot the waie to doe it, 

Accufe fomc innocent, and forfweare my feife a 
Set deadly cnraitiebctwecnctwo friend*. 

Make pooremens cattlcbreake their necks. 

Set fire on’ barneg and hayftalks in the night. 

And bid the owners quench them with their tearess 
Oft liane I digd vp dead men from their graues. 
And fet them vpright at their dcare friends dorej 
Euen when their forrowes almoft wasforgot. 

And on their skinnes as on the b arkc of trees, 

Haue with my knife carucd in Romaine letters* 
Let not your Sorrow die though I ana dead, 

— ■ ■ Is 
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The laoft LamentableTragedie 

But I haue done a choufauddreadfull tilings, 

/i$ willingly as one would kill a flic, 

And nothinggrieucs me hartelie indeede. 

But that I cannot doe ten thouland more. 

Lucius * Bring downe theDiuell for he muft not die, 
So fwcet a death as hanging prefently ♦ 

Aron , Ifchcrebe Diucls wouldl wcreaDiucl, 

To line and burne in euerlalbng fire , 

So I might haue your companiein hell. 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue* 

Luci. Sirs flop his mouth and let him fpeakc no more. 

Enter Emillius, 






I I" 






S', it 



Goth. My Lord there isamcffengcrfromRomc, 
Defiers to be admitted to your prefenee. 

Lucius. Let him come nere* 

Welcome Emtlltus, what’s thenewes from Rome? 

Emil. Lord Lucius , and you Princes of t he Gothes y 
The Romaine Empcrour greets you all by me, 

And for he vnderftands you are in Ai nies. 

He craues a Parley at your fathers houfe. 

Willing you to demaund your hoftages , 

And they (hall be iinraediatly dehuered* 

Goth. Whatfaies pur Generali. 

L aci. Emtlltus, Jet the Emperour giue his pledges, 
Vnto my Father and my Vnkle Marcus, 

And we will come, march away 






Enter Tumor a and her two formes dijguifed. 

Tamora. Thus in this flrange and fad habilhamcnr, 

I will encounter with tAndrontcus^ 

A nd fay 1 am reuenge ferit from belowe, 

To ioynewith him and right his hainouswrongs, ^ 
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of Titus Andromcus. 

Knocke at his fludic where they fay he keepes, 

To ruminate flrange plotsofdietcrcuetige. 

Tell him reuenge is come to ioyne with him, 

And workc confufion on his enemies . 

T hey kuockf and T, it us opens his jludie deorr, 

Titus. Who dothmoJcfl: my contemplation? 

Is it your tricketo make me ope the dore. 

That fomyfaddecrees may flic away, 

And all my Audie be to no efteft* 

You arc dcceiude, for what I meane to doe, 

See here in bloodie lines I haue fet downe. 

And what is written fliallbe executed* 

Tamora. Titus, I am come to talke with thee. 

Titus * No no t a word,how can I grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giue that accord. 

Thou haft the odds of me therefore no more. (me, 

Tamora. Ifthou didft know me thou wouldft talk with 
Titus. I am not mad, 1 know thee well enough, 

Witnes this wretched flump, witnes thefe crimfon lines, 
witnes tliefc trenches made by greefe and care, 
witnes the tiring day and hcauie night, 
witnes all forrovv that I know thee well 
For our proud EmprelTe, mighty t amor a: 

Is not thy comraing for my other hand. 

Tamora. Know thou fad man, I am not Tamora , 

Slice is thy enemic,andi t hy friend , 

I am Reuenge fent from thfoife; nail Kingdome, 
to cafe the gnawing vuiturc of thy minde. 

By working wreakfull vengeance on thy foes: 
Comedowneand welcomemeto this worlds light, 
Conferrc with me ofmurdcr and of death, 

Ther’ snota hollow Cau: or lurking place, 

is 
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Novaflobfcuritteormiftievalc, ^ 

VVhere bloodie murthcr or detefted raps. 

Can couch tortcare bur I *iU fi n dc ^ iao\n. 

And hi their cares tell them my dreadful! name, 

RcuJnate which makes the foule offender quake. 

Titus, Art thouj Rcuengcland.irt thou lent to mce, 

To be a torment to mine enemies, 

T amer 4 > I am, therefore come downeand welcome met 
Titus, Doe me foraefcruice ere I come to t hee, 

Lo bvthy fide (vhcre Rapeand Murder Rands, 

Now o-iue Tome furance that thou art reucn»e. 

Stab thcin,or tearc them on thy Chariot wheele^ 

And then lie come and be thy wagoner, ^ 

Andwhcrlc along with thee about the Gloocs, 

Prouide thee two.proper pa! frays, bUck’ as tet, 

To hale chy rcngcfull waggon fwift away. 

And findcout murder intheir guiltic cares. 

And when thy Car isloadcn wrtli their heads, 

I will difmount and by thy waggon wheclc, 

Tuottc like a feruile footeman all day lo n 5, 

L’uenf. m Epeout rifingin thcEilt* 

Vt.ttU h?> f eric downeiall in the Sea. 

Andday by day He do this lieauie taskc, 

.So thou dcflroy Rapine and Murdcrthcre. 

T.mr., Thifcahmymmiliersandcou. «•; 
Tttttt- Arrthcm«hymmiftsK»»huarc J 
Tumoru. Rape and Murder, there fore called io. 

Caufc they take vengeance of tuch kindc of men. 

T«f, Good Lord how like the Etnprcflc fonnes h y e? 
And you the EroprefTc.but wewordliemen 
Hauc roifcrablcmad miftaking cies: 

O' fwcctc Rcu<*ngc,now doe I cometo thee, ^ ^ 

A no if oncarme* imbraccmcnt will contenting 
l will imbracc theeinit by and by, . 

'i tftors, Thu clefmg with himfiw Uu ^ 



of Titus 

yVhat ere I forgetofc«dehisbrainc-fi< kehiiho 
Doe you vphold and maintain e in your fpcecl re:, 
for now he firmclic takes me for Reucnge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 
vile make liixn fend for Lucius his fonne, 

Andwhilftl ata banket hold him fure, 
lie finde fome cunningpraftife out of hand, 

To feat ter and difperfethe giddie Gotbes, 

Or at the lcaft make them his enemies: 

See here he comcs,aad I mulfpliemy thcamc. 

Titus. Long hauc I bin forlorne and all for thee*, 
welcome dread Furie to nay wocfull houfe, 

Rapineand Murtheryouare welcome too; 

How like the Emprcfle andher fonne* you are, 
well arc you fitted, had you but a Moore-, 

Ould not all hell afford you fuch a Diucil? 

For well I wot the Emprcfle neuer wags. 

But in her companie there isaMoort, 

And would you reprefent our Queene a right, 

Jt wereconuenient youhad fuch a DiuelR 
But welcome aj^you arc,whatfhall wee coe? ^ 
rumors, wliat irouldft thou hauc vs doe tAndror.ie»i\ 
T)emot. Show me a murthcrer lie dcale with him. 

Clot, Showme avillainethathathdonearape. 

And I am fent to bereuengdc on him, 

XowM.Show me a tlioufand that hath done thee wrong, 
And I will bercucngcd on them all. 

Tttus, Leoke roundabout the wicked flreet $ of Roma, 
And when thoufuidft a man that s like thy feltc. 

Good muriher flab him, bee’s a murtnerer, 

Goe thou with him,and when it is thy hap, 

To finde another that is like to thee, 

GoodRapineftab him, he is a rauifher, 

Goe thou with them,andin the Empcrouts Court, 

There is a Queene attended by a Meere, 



Well 
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VVcll flialt th )uknjwher by thine owne proportion. 
For vp and downc flic doth rcfcmble thee, 

I pray thee doc on them fome violent death, 

Thcyhaue bin violent to me and mine. 

Tamora, V V ell JiaR thou leflbnd vs^this fliall we doe, 

» But would it \ leafe thee good Androntcus, 

T o fend fox Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

V Vho leadcs towards Rome a band of warlike Cothes , 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe, 

V Vhen he is here eucn at thy fo^emne fealt,j 
I will bring in the Emprefleand hir fonnes, 

The Eniperour himfclfeand all thy toes, 

A nd at thy nicrcic fliall they floope and kneclc. 

And on them flialt thou cafe thy angry hart: 

What fayes Andromcus to this dcuile. 

Enter ALarcus* 

Titus «, Marcus my brother, tis fad Titus callcs* 

Goc gentle Marcus to thy nephew Lucius, 

Thou flialt enquire him outamong thc # C Jothes a 
Bid him repaire to me and bring with him, 

Some of the chiefefl Princes of the Rothes, 

Bid himencampchis Souldiers where they are. 

Tell him thcEmperour and the Empreflc too 
Feafl atmy houfe, andhc fliall fcaft with them, . > 

This doc thou formylouCjandfolet him, 

Ashe regards h is aged Fathers life. 

M arcus. This will I doe, and foonc rcturneagaine. 
Tamer a. Now will I hence about thy bufines. 

And take my minlfters a long with mc f 
Titus. Nay,nay,let rape and murder ftay with me. 

Or els lie call my brother bncke againc. 

And cleaue to no reucngebutLtfcwr* (him, 

T amor a. What fay you boyes will you abide with 

whiles 
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Whiles 1 goc tell my Lord the Lmperou r, 

How 1 haue gouerndour determindieff, 

Vce'd to his humor, fmooth and'p cake him faire, 

And tarrie'with him till I turneagaine, 

Titus. I knew them all though they fuppofd me read. 
And willl ore reach them in their ovvncdcujfes, 

A paire ofcurfedhcll heundsand theii Dame. 

T)me. Aladdam depart at pleafurc, leaue vshcre. 

T amor u. Farewell sit. dr onions, Reucngc new gc es > 
to lay a /complot to betray thy iocs. 

Titus, I know theu doll and Tweet Rcuenge farewell. 

Chiron. Tell vs old man how {hall wc be ireploid, 

Titus. Tut I haue wotke crcughfoi you to dec 
Jublius , come Iiither, Cains, tti&Valcntinc. 

Publius. What isyour will} 

Titus. Know you thefetwo. (trius . 

Tub. The Empreflc Tonnes I take the m, (biren. Deme~ 

Titus, Fie, Publius fie, thou art too much deceaude. 

The one is Murder and Rape istheothersname, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius , 
CaiusandFalentine, lay hands on them. 

Oft haue you heard me vvifli fbrfuch an hom e. 

And now 1 finde it therefore binde them fure. 

And flop their mouthes if they begin to crie. 

Chiron, Villaines forbeare we are the Empreflc foil*. 

Tub, And therefore doe we what we are commanded. 
Stop clofc thcirnicuth.es let them not fpeak a word. 

Is he fure bound, looke that yo u bind them fail. 

Enter Titus n/iudremeus, frith a hi if e.ard Xstuinistfvsth 
tftafon, 

Titus, Come, come, i auinia looke thy foes are bound. 
Sirs flop their mouthes let them not fpcake to me, 

Rut let them heare what fe; ref u!l woids I vtter. 

Ph villaines Chit on ..i d Demetrius, 

K Here 
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The mo ft Lamentable Traced i* 

O 

H :re [lands the Ip ringwhomeyouhaue ftai.id with mud 
Tnisgoodly fommer with your winter mm, 

Youkild her huiuand, and for chat vild fault, 
two other brodiers were condemnd to death. 

My hand cut off and madea mcrrieieft, 

Both hcrfweete hands, hir tongue, and that more deare 
Than hands or tongue, herfpotlefle chaftitic, 

Inhumane traitors you con lhaind and forth 
What wou! d you fay iff fhould let you f peakej 
Viliaincs for lhame you could not beg for grace. 

H irke wretches how I meane to matter you. 

This one handyet is left to cut your throats, 

Whiles that Lauinia tweene her ftumps doth hold. 

The baton that receaues your guiltie blood. 

You know your Mother meancs to fcaft with me, 

And cal ics herfelfe Rcucngc and thinks me mad . 

Harke villaines I will grinde your bones to duft. 

And with your blood and it lie make a pafte. 

And of'thc paffe a coften I will reare. 

And in ike two parties of your fhamcfull heades. 

And bid that ftrumpetyour vnliallowed Dam, 
like to the earth fwallow her ownc increafe* 

Thisis the feaft thatl haue bidhertoo. 

And this the banket fhe fhall furfet on, 

For worfe than Phtlomel/yo u vfdc my daughter. 

And worfc than Trogne I will bercucngd. 

And nowprepareyourthroats,Li««i*/4 come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead. 

Let megoe grinde their bones to powder finall. 

And with this hatefull hquourtcmperic. 

And in that parte let their vile heades be bake, 
Co.nc,come,beeucrie oneofficius, 

T o make this banket which I with may proue 
More rterneand bloodie than the Centaurs tea ft, 

He cuts their throats. 

So now bring them in for He play the Cooke, 
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of 7 ltus .Andrcmcus. 

A«d fee them rcadieagainft their Mothcrcomes, 

Exeunt* 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Go the 3 , 

Lucius, Vnckle rJMarcus, fince tis my Fathers minde 
That I repaire to Rome lam content. 

Got* And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will, 

L uci. Good Vnckle take you in this barberous Moore } 
This rauenous tiger, this accurfcd diucll. 

Let him receaue no fuflnatice, fetter him. 

Till lie be brought vnto the Emprefleface, 

For teftemonie of her foule proceedings, 

Andfee the Ambufh ofour friends beftron* 

I fearethc Emperourmeanes no goodto vs. *" 

Moore, Some diuell whifper curfes in my care, 
jinA prompt me that my tongue may vtter forth. 

The venomous majhceofmyfwelJing hart. 

Lycius. ay inhumane dogge viihallowcdflaue. 

Sirs help our vnckle to conuay him in. 

The tiumpets fhe we theEmpcrour is at hand, 

Sound Trumpets. Enter Empereur and Emprcfe with Tri- 
bunes and others. 

Kmg. What hath the firmament mofunnes than one? 
Lucius, What boctsitthec tocallthyfelfe a funne? 
Mar , RcmesEirpercurand Nephew break the Parle, 
5 hefe quarrels n ull be quietly debated. 

The feaft is ready whieh the careful! Titus , 

Hath ordain de to an honorable end, 

For peace/or loue,for league and good to Rome, 

Plcafc you therefore, draw nie and take your places. 
King. Marcus we will. 

Trumpets founding, Enter titus like A C co hs pacing the 
n/JheSy a?;d LauttJia n/tha vatle vutr her face* 

Titus, VVelccmc my Lord, welcome dread Queenc, 

K. z welcome 
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V Velcome yec warlike Cjothes, welcome Lucius., 

And welcome all although the cheare be poore., 

Twill fillyourftoniacks, pleafe you cate of if. 

King, Why art thou thus attired Andronicus-i 
Tims, Becaufe I would befure to haue all well^ 

To entertaine your highnesand your Emprefle, 

Tamara, VVe are beholding _o you good Andr omens 
Titus, And if your highnes knew my hart you were, * 
My Lord theEmperourrefolueme this, 

VVas it well done of rafli 'Uiginius 

To (lay his daughter withjhis owne right hand 

Becaufe Hie was enforft,ffainde,and deflowrdc? 

King, 1 1 was Andromcus. 

Titus , Your reafon mighty Lord. 

King, Becaufethegirlelhould not furuiue her fliame. 
And by her prefence Bill renewe his loirowes. 

T it us, A reafon mighty, ftrong, and eft'eftuall, 
Apatterneprcfident,andliuelie warrant, 

For me mod wretched to perfb rm e th e like. 

Die, die, Lauinia and thy fliame wirh thee. 

And with thy lliame thy Fathers forrow die. 

King. What haft thou done, vnnaturall and vnkinde, 
T it. Kild herforwhom my teares haue mademe blind, 
l am as vvoefull as /irgintus was , 

And haueathoufand times more caufe than he. 

To doe this outrage,and it now is done. 

King. What was flie rauifht, tell who did the deede, 
T, VVilt pleafe you eate,wilt pleafe your highnes feed, 
T am. VVhyhaft thou flainc thine only Daughterthusf 
Titus , Not I, t was Chiron ^nd Demetrius, 

They Rauifht her and cut away her tongue. 

And they, twas they, that did h$r all this wrong* 

King, Goe fetch them hither to vs prefently* 

Tttas, Why there they are both baked in this Pic* 
Whereof their Mother daintilie hath fed. 

Earing the flefh that thee h er felfe hath bre d» 

' Ti* 
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Tis true,tis true, whiles tny kniues lharpe point. 

Emperour . Die franticke wretch fortiiis^aawfafSe 
Lttcms. Can the fonnes cie behold his father blende? 

Tker’sirieedeformeedc.death for a deadly deede' * 
Marcus, You lad faede men , pcopkand fonso'f Rome 
By vproresleuerd asa flight of fowle, 

Scatterd by winds and high tempeftuous <nifE 

Ohletmeteachyouhowtoknitagame, ° 

Thisfcattcred corneinto onemutuall fheafFe 
Thefe broken limbs againe into onebodie, * 

Komane Lord , Let Rome her felfe bee bane 
And Ihee whomc mightie kingdomes curfie too 
Likeaforlorne and defperatc calf away, 

Doefhamefull execution onherfelfe. 

But if my froflie fignes and chappes of age, 

Grauewitnefles of true experience. 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

Speake Roomes dearc friend as erft our Anceftor 
when with his folemne tongue he did difeourfe * 
to loue ficke Didoes fad attending care, 

Theftorie of that balcfull burning night. 

When fubtile Greek es furpnztiXing Priams Troy, 

Tell vs what S inon hath be wicht our eares, 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giucs our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 

My hart js not compaft of flint nor fleele. 

Nor can I v tter all our bitter greefe, 

Butfloudsofteares will drowne my Oratorie, 

Andbreake my vttrancc eueninthetime, 

VVhenit fhould tuoueyee to attend mem oft. 

And force you to commiferat ion. 

Her** Romes young Captaine let him tell the tale, 
,VVhileI ftand by and weepe to hearefiimfpeake* 

Lucius, Then gratious audirorie be it knowne toyou 9 
That Chiron and t he damn’d ‘Demetrius t 

K 3 were 



(fclfo, 

vnto her 



‘yymwm^mmYvyififw 



The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Were they that murdred our Emperours brother. 

And they it were that rauifhed our filler. 

Tor their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 

Our Fathers teares difpifde,and bafely coul'end, 

Or that true hand that fought Romes quarrcllout. 

And fent her enemies vnto the grauc. 

Laftly my felf'e vnkindely bsnifhed, 

Thegatesfiiut on meandturnd weeping cut. 

To beg reliefe among Romes enemies. 

Who drownd their enmetic in my true teares. 

And opt their arm cs to im brace me asafriend, 

I am’the turned fortli be it ltnowne to you. 

That haue preferude her welfare in my blood, 

Andfrom her bolome tooke the enemies point, 
Sheathing the fieelein my aduentrous body, 

Alas you know lam no vaunter I, 

My fears can witnes dumbalthoughthey are. 

That my report is mfland full of truth, 

But foft, me tjnnkes 1 doe digrefletoo much, 

Cy ting my worthies praife, Oh pardon me 

For when no friends are by,mcn praife themfelues. 

Marcus, Now is my turne to fpeake, behold the child, 
O f this was T amor a cieliuercd, 

Theiflueof an irreligious Moore, 

Chiefe architect and plotteroftlielc woes, 
xheyillaineis aliuein Titus houfe, 

A nd as he is co witnes this is true. 

Now iudge what courfe had Titus to reuenge, 

Thefe wrongs vnfpeakeable pall patience. 

Or more than any liuing man could beare. 

Now haue you heard the truth , what fay you RomainesS 
Haue we done ought amfflTe,fliewvs wherein, 

Andfrom the place where you behold vs pleading, 

The poorc remainder of ^Andronicie, 

Will hand in hand, all headlong hurle our felucs, 

And on the ragged Hones beatforth ourfoulcs, 

Ap 
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And make a mutual! clofure ofour houfe. 

Speake Romans ipcako,and it you fay wee Shall, 

Lo hand in hand Lucius and I will fall . 

Emt/hus. Come come thou reuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently ihrjhy hand, 

Indus our Emperour for well I kno \v, 

The common voice doe cry it fiiall be Co, 

Marcus. Lucius h ail e Romes royall Em er^ui, 
Goegocintoo]dT«*xfbrrovvfull houfe. 

And hither hale thatmisbelicuing Moore, 

To beadiudgefome dyrefullflaughtiing death. 

As punifhment for his inofl wicked life. 

LuauszW haife Romes gratious gouernour. 

Lucius, Thaiikesgentlc Romanes may I go u erne fo, 

T o heale Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe, 

But gentle people giue n:c ay me a while. 

For nature puts me to aheauie tafke, 

Stand all a loofe but vnckle drawyou neare. 

To fhedobfequious teares vpon this trunkc,-f- 
Oh take this warme kifle on thy pale cold lips, 

Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy blood flame face, 
Thelafl true duties of thy noble fonne. 

Marcus. I eareforteare,and loumg kifTefor kifTc, 

Thy broth er Marcus tenders’o n thy lifts, 

Oh werethefumme ofthefe that f fl.ould pay, 
Countlcfle and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Lucius. Comehither bov come, come and iearncofvs 
Tomelt in fhowers, thy Grandfirc lou’d thee well. 

Many a timehce daunft thee on his knee, 

Song thee a fleepe his louing btefl thy pillow. 

Many a ficric hath he toldto thee. 

And bid thee bare his prettic tal es in rninde. 

And talke of them when he was dead and gone. (lips, 

Marcus, How mnnie thoufand times hath thefe poorc 
VVhen they were liuing warm cl tliemfelues cn thine. 

Oh now fweetc boy giue tbein their lateft kifle, 

Bid 
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Bid him farewell commit him to thegraue. 

Doe them that kinchies and take Icaue of them, 

Tacr, Oh Grandhi c. G rand fire,cu’n with all my hart, 
Would I were deadfoyou aidliueagaiue, 

0 Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teares willchoackemeifl ope my mouth* 

Romane. You fad Ar.cLrotucic haue done with woes, 

Giu e feme nee on tl lis execrable wretch , 

That hath lain breederofthefe dyre euents* 

Lucius. Set him breftdeepcin earth andfamifh hi®, 
There let him Land andraueand crie fbrfuode. 

Ifany one'i'eleeuesorpitties him, 

For the offence he dies, this is our dooms, 

Someday to fee him fa lined in the earth. 
tAron. Ah why fhould wrath be mute and furie dumb, 

1 am no babie I, that with bafe prayers 
J fhould repentthecuilslhaue done, 

Ten thoufand worte than euer yet I did 
Would IperfcrmeifI might haue my will,. 

Ifone good deed in all my life I did 

I doe repent it from my yerie fon'e. 

Lu. Some louing friends conuay the Empcrour hence, 
Andgiuebim buriallinhis fathers graue. 

My Father and La tun in fhall forthwith. 

Be clofed inour houibolds monument^ 

As for thatrauinous tiger 'tamer 

No funerall right, nor manin mourning weedc. 

No mournefulJ bell iliall ring her buriall 
But throw her forth to bead s andbirdsto pray. 

Her life was beaftlie and deuoideofpittic, 

And being dead let birds on her take piwic . 

Exettnti 



Finis the Tragtdieef Tit ns AndronicVS* 
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Villen Henry Clay Folger acquired this 
unique quarto in 1904, it was in a wrapper 
of gray paper lined with Swedish lottery 

-*11 V. a-ro Tr i r*oGC>r"iTaA i-Ti tllfill* OPi^Ci — 



Note: sig.K4r, 1. 8 

When the leaves were being repaired at the 
time of rebinding, a sliver of paper containing 
the letters !T our M in "Emperour" became detached. 
This sliver had previously been pasted in and 
during the washing process became loose. It 
was then re-pasted in, upside down, giving 
what appears to be a misprint in the text. The 
facsimile of the text, made before rebinding, 
will show the correct reading. . 

IS 

Oct. 15, 1968 / 



In 1972 an attempt was made to correct the error 
in pasting on sig.K4r. The paper was quite 
thin at that point and the sliver miniscule, 
so that the attempt was not completely suc- 
cessful. A facsimile of the teprt: after re- 
binding was published by University Micro-' 
films, 1964, in which can be seen the upside 7 
down n our n . 
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’when Henry Clay Folger acquired this 
unique quarto in 1904, it was in a, wrapper 
of gray paper lined with Svtredish lottery 
tills, all here preserved in their origi- 
nal order and position. The gray paper 
and the date on the hills make it seem 
probable that these covers were supplied 
not long after 1770. Sarlier the book had 
first been stabbed and stitched and then 
at some time bound in a thick volume with 
other matter. 

A. full account of the previous owners 
(whose names, written in the old covers, 
are now much faded) will be found in the 
facsimile reprint by J. Mams* 1336. 

When the Library first opened, and 
probably when Folger first acquired the 
quarto, the wrappers were tattered along 
the spine so that it was easy to see part 
of the old sewing and a very thick layer 
of paste remaining from the bound state. 

£y 1959 the volume began to show wear 
not only at the spine but in the then soft 
and tender title. It was then decided 
tiwt it should be preserved by binding. 

The Folger binder (H. Lunow) cleaned 
the leaves gently, using no bleach or 
other chemical, and 3ized it with a solu- 
tion of gelatine and essigsauretonerae, 
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£ strengthened most of the hinges, mended 
tears, hacked the title -leaf with silk, 

P nd' sewed the sheets on raised hands. 

While the hook was in sheets I exa- 
mined it and found it as follows: 

foliation: A 4 (-A1) B-K 4 . 

nondition: Though many of the hinges 

were worn and weak, all pairs of leaves 
present were normally conjugate excepting 
Ki:4, which had apparently been conjugate. 

Watermarks : Since the pot watermarks in 
every sheet (except the unmarked F ) are 
mainly visible in the hound volume, I give 
below only the initials, which may he ob- 
scured, and the markings of the one unini- 
tialed potbelly: the mark in 42:3 hears 
initials BI or 5L; 32:3 & 12:3 initials 
KB; D2:3 & Bl:4 initials K3 (the twin of 
32:3); Cl:4 & 12:3, as drawn below; X2:3 
initial k & another, mutilated, perhaps W. 








THE FOLGER SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 



Octavo 




. ' 

• Is * 

y -s ■ 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE THUS AfldrOniCUS LON DON, 1594 THE FOLGER SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY OdaVO 



— 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE TitUS AtldroniCUS LON 







i, 1594 the folger Shakespeare library 



Octavo 







wv v vm vyv wwy vwv v 







